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CANTO THE FIRST. 



Mild Spring returns, and leads the rosy hours. 

Awakes again the Zephyrs, birds, and flowers. 

Awakes my lyre; but how attune my lay? 

Ah ! when Earth throws her mourning garb away. 

When hills, and meads, and every verdant grove. 

Smile with reviving hope, and joy, and love; 

Let others celebrate the pomp of war. 

Place Victory's Goddess on her thundering car. 

Let Atreus' cup their hands with crimson stain ; 

Flora invites; I sing her lovely reign; 

I sing how Art embellishes the shades. 

Directs the flowers, the waters, rocks, and glades. 

With life and motion every scene endues. 

While noble Architecture crowns the views. 

Thou, then, who harmonizing strength with ease, 
Knowest how to make didactic numbers please, 
2 
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Oh Muse ! if whilom when Lucretias sang^ 
You soothed the rigid dictates of his tongue ; 
If, without blemish to immortal verse. 
His rival might the culturing arts rehearse; 
Come ! a more rich, more fertile theme inspire. 
Whose charms resistless tempted Virgil's lyre ; 
Here let no borrowed ornaments be found ; 
With my own garlands be my temples bound ; 
As summer clouds are tinged by glowing rays. 
The colours of my theme shall paint my lays. 

The pure and pleasing art my numbers praise. 
Claimed man's regard in Earth's primsBval days. 
He first compelled the stubborn glebe to yield. 
Then singled from the mass a favoured field. 
Adorned the spot, and with a parent's care, 
Taught trees and flowers he loved to flourish there. 
Alcinous his fruitful orchards graced 
With rustic luxury, and simple taste. 
With more magnificence, and art more rare. 
Proud Babylon hung gardens in the air. 
When Rome triumphant held the world in chains. 
The victors courted peace in rural plains. 
Mid sylvan scenes by conscious fame improved. 
Her acclamations shunned^ and calmly roved. 



In gardens Wisdom dwelt in days of yore. 

And with ser^ner smiles dispensed her lore* 

And when the good implored th' immortal powers. 

They asked not pomp, but amaranthine bowers; 

Free in cool shades and flowery meads to rove; 

Eternal peace, and rural joys to prove. 

But now, my Muse, expand thy eager wing. 

My theme invites, and Philip bids me sing. 
Insult not nature with absurd expense. 

Nor spoil her simple charms by vain pretence; 

Weigh well the subject, be with caution bold. 

Profuse. of genius, not profuse of gold. 

Less grand than lovely, decked with modest care, 
A garden one vast picture should appear. 
See with a painter's eye. The fields array. 
The numerous tints their varying hues display. 
The gleams of light, the masses of the shade. 
The changes by the hours and seasons made. 
The bright enamel of the grass-clad ground^ 
The laughing hills with golden harvests crowned. 
The rocks, the streams, each various shrub and tree^ 
These should your colours, canvas, pencils be; 
Nature is yours, and your prolific hand 
Must, to create^ hex elements command. 



But^ ere you plants ere your adventurous spade 
In the maternal soil a wound has made^ 
To form your gardens with unerring taste. 
Observe how Nature's choicest works are traced. 
As oft through unfrequented paths you rove. 
What magic views your admiration move. 
What fascinating scenes your steps arrest. 
And with a pensive pleasure fill your breast! 
From the most striking be your models drawn. 
And learn of landscape, landscape to adorn. 

3ee too the gardens by experience dressed; 
Among these chosen pictures choose the best. 
See Cbantilli with graceful pomp improved. 
Through ages by successive heroes loved ; 
Belceil, magnificent and rural too; 
And proud of Choiseurs exile, Chanteloup. 
As the fresh bud, ere Spring's soft greens appear. 
With timid promise tells the season near, 
France first beheld fair Tivoli ! in thee. 
The early presage of a style more free. 
The loves and graces, smiling, sketched Montreuil. 
Maupei'tuis, Rincy, Le Desert, Auteuil, 
With what delight your dewy paths we tread ! 
Navarre too, still beloved by Henry's shade. 
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Like its august and youthful Goddess^ see 
Trianon blending grace with dignity. 
And thou^ a much loved Prince's blest retreat. 
Whose modest name ill suits a royal seat, 
Delicious spot ! Ob long on him bestow 
The blissful leisure which to him I owe. 
May calm retirement, halcyon days attend 
The patron of my verse, the poet's friend. 
Who placed my muse poetic flowers among, 
Amid the masters of enchanting song. 
Thus humbly peeping from her grassy bed, 
Where lilies tower, the violet lifts her head. 
Obscure companion of those bards renowned. 
Oh I could my feeble lyre like theirs resound. 
Thy lawns I'd paint in sylvan beauty dressed. 
And thou their god, by friends and science blessed. 
Long flourish for his sake, ye sheltering groves ! 
If, on a future day, my care improves 
A rural spot in some sequestered dell. 
There, with the Muses, Gratitude shall dwell. 
There, with my sweetest, earliest chaplets graced. 
My benefactor's image shall be placed ; 
Mjrrtles and laurels, by my hand entwined. 
Both dear to Bourbons, be in wreaths combined ; 
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And if shade^ peace^ and liberty inspire^ 
To him who gave them, I devote my lyre. 

Rich in her forests, floods, and flowery fields, 
Germania too delightfiil models yields. 
Mark Rhinsberg watered by her spacious tide. 
Where Valour rests, where glad the Art6 reside. 
Heroic Potzdam, Victory's bright abode; 
Potzdam that whilom peace or war bestowed. 
Bellevue who calmly rolls her azure flood 
Through verdant banks no longer stained with blood; 
That flood which erst with martial trophies crowned. 
With laurel leaves her osier tresses bound. 
Cassel's cascades, and Gosow's favoured groves; 
Vorlitz' cool walks which musing leisure loves. 
Mid these delicious scenes let Taste rejoice. 
Where hills, vales, woods, and waters court her choice. 

In Cffisar's plain, the mistress of the world 
Her ruin yields, in rich confusion hurled; 
Where'er unfixed our raptured gaze we turn. 
Tombs, temples, busts, the palace, and the urn. 
Speak of old Rome; revived her splendour beams; 
And the bright picture a museum seems. 

Liberia boasts, in regal pomp arrayed. 
Her old Escurial, and Aranjuez' shade; 
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But chiefly Ildephonso^ princely seat! 
Unspoiled by Art^ the Naiads cool retreat. 
There no fictitious founts the ear deceive^ 
That hushed at once the cheated echoes grieve. 
Amid the enchanting scene^ with gushing sounds 
Streams inexhaustible to Heaven rebound^ 
In azure columns wing their liquid way. 
And reach the parent summit whence they stray. 
Delicious spot, where royal Philip's pride. 
Retracing France, his ancestor defied. 

Batavia changed her cold and marshy soil. 
And formed her gardens with courageous toil. 
But false refinement, bigotry in flowers. 
Insipid levels strewed with tasteless bowers. 
Dull uniformity oflfends the eye. 
And for the mountain's ruder scenes we sigh. 
But mark her stream where yon gay vessel glides. 
Her mills, her clear canals, their fertile sides. 
Her farms, and cots, her villages and fields. 
Where the full flock a moving landscape yields; 
These are her gardens; these the favoured scenes 
Where beauty revels, and the artist gleans. 

Amid imperial Russia's ice-bound plains. 
Where, through protracted months,stemWinterreigns, 



10 

The gum-distilling tree of hardy green^ 
The moss^ the lichen> only deck the scene. 
But all subduing art^ and potent fire^ 
E'en climate conquering. Flora's smile inspire; 
Officious Vulcan to the Goddess bends. 
And warm abodes to chilled Pomona lends. 
Thus their great Czar with bold and happy toil. 
The Arts engrafted on his native soil 
To bless uncultured man ! Oh happy race I 
May Error ne'er his godlike work deface; 
May future Czars the ambrosial gifts enjoy. 
Nor baleful Luxury their sweets destroy. 

China's strong contrasts oft are picturesque. 
Now charm the fancy, now appear grotesque; 
Her domes and temples gaudy hues unfold. 
Their walls of porcelain, and their globes of gold. 

The Turkish gardens formed to please the eye 
Of captive Beauty, softer charms supply; 
Enchanter Art embellishes the scene 
With murmuring waters, and unfading green ; 
Builds graceful kiosks, unwithering flowers bestows. 
Bright blooms the East> the empire of the ros^. 

Sarmatia boasts a climate less serene. 
Yet greets the sense with many a smiling scene. 
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Thro' wood-crowned hills^ and vales, and sfaadowy groves 
Improved by Kadzivil, the stranger roves; 
The finished scenes their bright distinction claim. 
And fair Arcadia well deserves her name. 
Seducing splendour, elegance refined. 
Transcendent beauty are in thee combined. 
Favoured Pulhavi ! You from Heaven obtain 
Each separate charm Earth's choicest scenes contain ; 
Bright glow thy features fresh from Nature's hand. 
Excite our wonder, and our praise command; 
Encircling mountains stretch their ample chain. 
Where still sublime a palace rules the plain. 
The dome of Casimir, from courts retired. 
Alone, in native dignity attired. 
Delightful woods, green hills, and flowery vales. 
Dark grots, bewildering walks which Mystery hails ! 
Thy distant prospects, thy retired delights ! 
All charms within, and all without invites ! 
The Muse shall paint thy steeps with forests crowned. 
That giant oak which awes the woods around. 
While yon huge poplar, though a hundred yews 
His trunk enormous swell, robust appears. 
Seems decked by time, and smiles in age serene. 
His knotted arms ^till clad in summer's greeo. 
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The circle bathing of thy wooded hills. 
Her ample bed a noble river fills; 
On the broad^Vistula's bright wave I see 
White-bosomed vessels swell their sails for thee. 
Still on the picture let me raptured gaze 
When rosy evening sheds her parting rays. 
And streaks the clouds with Heaven's purpureal hue; 
In the clear wave at once reflected view 
The fading radiance of the orb of day. 
And milder light of Cynthia's rising ray. 
Thence let me turn to objects less serene. 
Gaze on the road's more animated scene. 
Whence oft the pilgrim casts his raptured eye 
Where thy rich treasures in perspective lie. 
Admires each charm by Nature's hand combined^ 
And stamps the lovely image on his mind. 
The stream, the rill, the forest, and the grove. 
The distant arch, the glittering spire I love; 
The deeply vaulted rocks, each shadowy cell. 
Seem rustic domes where Nature loves to dwell. 
While others moulded by the power of Art, 
And decked by Taste, appropriate gifts impart. 
Here flowers, and orange-trees their ofierings bring. 
Deceive the Winter, and eiijoy the Spring; 
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Their shrine a noble portico displays. 
And Flora's fragrance her abode betrays. 

Now a museum. Contemplation's seat. 
Books, pictures> busts, the studious wanderer greet; 
Corneille, Racine, the lingering hours beguile. 
And even my feeble verse may please awhile. 

But lo ! new wonders on my sight unfold ! 
An imaged Rome, an Athens I behold. 
Here Vesta's temple crowns the distant scene. 
And there the Sybil's sacred rock is seen. 
No more her frantic ravings gain belief. 
No more she traces on the trembling leaf 
The fleeting oracles of future years; 
Sublimely pictured here the past appears; 
Its monuments enrich the historic Muse, 
Who in this temple. Memory's temple views. 
The foul usurping regicide is here; 
And here the monarch to his people dear; 
Our Henry's semblance next to Cromwell's placed. 
This crowned with virtues, that with crimes defaced. 
The page whence Antoinette in anguish prayed. 
And secret orisons to Heaven conveyed ; 
The chain of Mary dear to pitying Fame; 
Unhappy pair! your destinies the same. 
And tears still follow each devoted name. 
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We quit reluctant this recording fane 
Where Fame through distant ages lives again; 
Soon local images our steps arrest 
Alike with monuments of Fate impressed. 
Imagination ! power who badest me roam^ 
Oh bear me quickly to yon magic dome^ 
Where from Byzantium^ from the Druids* fane 
Whose altars reeked with human victims slain^ 
Or from the Bastille whose once dreaded power 
Chilled the warm hearty and damped the social hottr> 
Or Scotia's palaces — the curious greet 
Assembled fragments Taste has doomed to meet. 
Rome^ Rome herself, with devastation fraught, 
Her's, mid the ruins of the world, has brought. 
And from the fallen Capitol disjoined 
A time-worn fragment has avenged mankind. 
These reliques form a temple, where displayed 
An imaged world adorns the classic shade; 
Taste shall devote her master-piece to Fame, 
And Time his own immortal work disclaim. 

Yon shadowy grove where deep retirement reigns, 
A more pathetic monument contains. 
Turn here, all ye, whose minds to grief inclined 
A sad delight in melancholy find. 
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Mark where the yew her gloomy arms extends, • 
Mark where the oriental willow bends 
With trailing branches^ and desponding leaves. 
And weeps, the mournful type of man who grieves. 

And thou, whose genius decked the scenes we love ! 
Their charms to thee a blest memorial prove. 
They saw thee happy, and a father's pride, 
A happy mother, and a happy bride; 
Thy daughter's smiles the lovely spot improve. 
Improve the flowers^ the river, and the grove. 
Endear your woodland walks, and native fields. 
And crown each heartfelt bliss the country yields; 
Your wishes mutual, your enjoyments shared. 
Your grounds divided, your affections paired. 

While I your rural bard, whose grateful song 
May haply bid your gardens flourish long; 
My name, my humble name inhabits here ! 
The stone that honours it shall still be dear ! 
While groups of swains, and choirs of village maids 
Shall weave the festal dance beneath your shades. 
And cheer the meadow, where, with chaplets graced, 
. Near some clear brook my monument is placed. 
Ah could I once, ambitious hope ! obtain 
To wake your echoes with my fervent strain^ 
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What tnagic numbers, what melodious art 
Could match the grateful accents of the heart? 
Hear then its voice in soothing notes reveal 
The praise you claim, the gratitude I feel. 

At length to thee I turn; hail queen of isles, 
Albion! where Art excels, where Nature smiles. 
Pope, Bacon, Milton, taught inspired by Taste, 
And lines were broken, terraces displaced; 
Then ease prevailed, and it belonged to thee 
To make thy gardens, as thy cities free ; 
A purer style arranged the trees and flowers. 
Designed the landscapes, and adorned the bowers. 
And who shall number as he flows along 
The beauties Thames pellucid winds among? 
Who mid prolific meads and flowery fields. 
To Neptune's realm his copious tribute yields: 
Bright as the starry sphere his waters shine. 
More rich than Hermus, greater than the Rhine, 
King of the watery reign ! whose urn with pride. 
Pours forth replete with fate at every tide. 

Oh ! how I love those scenes where Malmsbury woos> 
Escaped from cares of state, the sylvan Muse. 
The Leasowes, erst whose gentle echoes rung 
With love and innocence when Shenstone sung. 
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The polished lawns and temples of Pain's hill; 
Hagley's wild elegance more striking still. 
Foxley and Downton both (ov beauty fained^ 
Where proudly Taste obeys the laws she framed; 
I^ear^ and in spite of contrast both approved, 
Both by the rural deities beloved. 

And now, my willing song, Oh Muse ! inspire. 
And tune to softest strains the rural lyre ! 
For Chiswick calls, where native charms invite. 
And science, art, and elegance unite. 
Here flourish groves in Nature's rich attire; 
Here Architecture's labours awe inspire. 
Yon gay pavilion strikes ua with surprise. 
And all Palladio's boasted skill supplies. 
Within the dome where Devonshire resides. 
Where reigns magnificence, where taste presides, 
Flanders and Italy, with art divine. 
Give life to canvas and adorn her shrine 
With pictured wonders, due to her alone 
Whose speaking features every beauty own. 
For her delight improve ye green retreats. 
Trees crowd ' your umbrage o'er her summer seats. 
And when her hand would some new grace bestow. 
For her expand, and more luxuriant grow ! 

c 
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I named the spots where Taste unrivalled reigns. 
And imitation may reward your pains; 
But on this task unnumbered dangers wait; 
How to surmount or shun them. Muse ! relate. 
This rage too oft engenders forced effects. 
Aim not at beauties which the soil rejects. 
Vnst to your site judiciously attend. 
Consult its God, and to its Genius bend. 
Their laws despised, how oft are scenes misplaced. 
Disfigured, changed, by artists void of taste. 
Who, by the beauties they absurdly choose. 
Return to spoil in France Italia's views! 

Aptly discover,, boldly daring, seize 
Whate'er your soil admits with grateful ease; 
A grace adopted thus with happy skill. 
Surpasses Nature, yet is Nature still. 
This choice made Berghem, and Le Poussin shine; 
Study and emulate their works divine. 
What landscape freely to the pencil lent. 
Let Art pay Nature to the full extent. 

Now let us well the choice of soils survey. 
What spots most kindly will your laws obey. 
A fatal time, tormenting Earth, has been. 
When Art vowed vengeance on each striking scene, 
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And metamorphosed with' unwearied pains, 
Mountidns and vallies into level plains. 
This whim reversing, now the tyrant tries 
To scoop the vale, and hids the mountain rise. 
Avoid extremes, nor impotently toil; 
In vain you struggle with a swelling soil; 
While, on a flat, an humble mound of earth 
Strives to be picturesque, and moves our mirth. 

Select a spot propitious to your views; 
Grounds, nor too flat, nor too unequal choose: 
I love those heights which, free from pride, bestow 
A shelter to the fertile vale below. 
There warm and favourable lands you find. 
Not steep, though elevated ; dry, yet kind ; 
The whole horizon you at once admire. 
Earth rises, falls, extends at your desire. 
The docile scenes your forming hand obey. 
Your views, your pleasures vary as you stray. 

Let the obscure surveyor nicely scan 
TThe just proportions of his paper plan. 
Armed with, a compass, in his closet try. 
By frigid rules, his garden's symmetry; 
You, on the spot, the pencil in your hand. 
Those hills, those woods, those distances command. 
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t*he obstacles foresee^ the means devise: 
From difficulties miracles arise. 

Beauties the most ungrateful soils shall own; 
If thick the shadcj let the deep forest groan 
Beneath the axe ; if bare^ teach woods to grow; 
Change swamps to noble lakes; bid rivers flow; 
Correct at once die air^ the streams^ the earth. 
And by your toils to purer scenes give birth. 
E'en should the soil be arid, delve, and try; 
Oft near the surface hidden waters lie, 
And^ though reluctant, copious streams supply. 
Thus oft distressed when flowing numbers fail, 
I curse the dryness of my long detail. 
When lo ! a thought springs from a barren source. 
And my reviving verse resumes an easier course* 

There are more pleasing cares, a happier art: 
Charm not the eye alone, but touch the heart. 
Have you the hidden sympathies between 
Still life and animated beings seen ? 
Have you not heard, when fields and woods rejoice. 
Their silent eloquence, their secret voice? 
Give the effect. Mark too, from grave to gay. 
From grand to simple, how we love to stray: 
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To please each taste^ combine each varying style^ 
Spread gloom around, or bid the landscape smile; 
There let the painter's toach new charms acquire; 
Let Inspiration's breath the poet fire; 
The sage in shades a calm retirement find ; 
And faithful Memory bless the happy mind ; 
There Love's pale votaries their vigils keep; 
And there the wretched unmolested weep. 

Presumption, far less rare than common sense. 
Attempts to strike, and ends in vain pretence. 
Absurdly joined, these misapplied effects 
Compose a chaos of confused defects; 
Contrasts and contradictions differ wide; 
And beauties change to faults if ill allied. 

These pictures too demand a vast extent: 
Let not woods, rivers, hills, and lakes be pent 
In narrow frames; all mimic pomp despise. 
Of Nature's bold designs mere parodies. 
Where Art improbable and gross, would try 
To make a country in one acre lie. 

Incongruous unions then avoid with care ; 
Let objects change, or varying aspects wear; 
Approached, removed, discovered, or concealed. 
Each should in turn a thousand pictures yield. 
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And leave the eye uncertain which to choose 
Among the sweet variety of views. 

But chief let Motion every scene pervade; 
All Nature sleeps without her magic aid. 
O'er stilly unanimated lawns^ the eye 
Roves without interest^ and knows not why. 
Must we again^ for fear the Muse should err^ 
To painters of renown for proofs refer? 
Their glowing colours with creative art. 
To frigid canvas moving forms impart. 
Streams flow; before the gale the branches bend; 
And wreaths of smoke from cottages ascend ; 
While sun-burnt peasants sporting on the green. 
And, wildly scattered, flocks and herds are seen. 
With imitative art their secret seize. 
And plant profusely yielding shrubs and trees. 
Whose tops obedient answer to the breeze. 
Whate'er*the kind, their waving verdure spare. 
For Nature's wonder-working hand is there. 
See her design her beeches, elms, and oaks. 
Increase their supple forms by softening strokes. 
From stems to boughs, from boughs to sprays and leaves. 
Till each an undulating form receives. 
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But, Ah ! that cruel steel !— Avert it. Fate ! 
Where are ye Dryads? — Ah ! ye come too late: 
No more with graceful dignity they rise. 
On earth their mutilated beauty lies. 
No more from fdr, when wandering in the shade, 
I hear the winds their quivering heads invade. 
On rapid wing through their green foliage fly. 
Sigh in the branches^ sink away, and die; 
Withered, immoveable, and pale they grow. 
Cold as that heart which urged the fatal blow, 

Ye then whom animated pictures please. 
Leave their soft motion to your waving trees; 
Let rivulets run dimpling through the shades. 
And rivers pour in natural cascades. 
If naked seems the valley, or the bill. 
Bid whitening colonies the desert fill; 
Scatter ipnumerable tribes around; 
In living objects let the scene abound. 
From distant rocks whose crags are fringed with green. 
Halfway suspended, be the wild goat seen. 
By Echo borne from hill to hill, I hear 
Responsive bleatings fill the sounding air. 
Low in those verdant meadows, fertile made 
By many a copious rill, the ox is laid. 
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And peaceful rumiDates on beaded knee; 
While restless, proud, impetuous, and free. 
Fed in rich pasturage the untutored steed. 
By wild exertions proves his warlike breed. 
Behold his form, his high unbroken pace^ 
His active limbs, and animated grace; 
Now in the stream, his frothy sides to lave. 
He shivering plunges, struggling with the wave; 
Spumed by his hoof, as if enraged, it foams; 
. Then through the spacious fields he bounding roams. 
And giving to the winds his flowing mane. 
Beauteous with love and vigour, scours the plain; 
With smoking nostrils, wild, his eyes on fire. 
Flies to the objects of his fierce desire; 
His rapid course in fancy I pursue. 
When veiled by distance from my eager view. 

Exhausting Nature thus, her stores supply 
Life, motion, spirit to your scenery. 

Yet though one spot may every charm unfold. 
The eye still loves to wander uncontrolled. 
No limits fix to ornamented grounds ; 
Let Art eriase, at least conceal the bounds : 
Limits offend and irritate the mind ; 
We scale those walls an ampler range to find; 
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For fairer scenes Imagination siglis^ 

The charm deludes no more^ and pleasure fiies. 

And now what pur{>ose can those fences serve^ 

Which fear invented, and the proud preserve? 

No more the age of petty war exists. 

Which changed our fathers' fields to martial lists; 

When man in moated castles well secured. 

To live in safety, lived from light immured. 

Be all these ancient Gothic lines effaced : 

For other precincts please the eye of Taste; 

Those ramparts green she loves heset with thorn. 

Where the fair maid her bosom to adorn. 

With trembling fingers culls the uncultured- rose. 

And where of bloody hue the berry grows. 

Let bounded gardens check thy flight no more. 
Oh Muse! in freer circles boldly soar, • 

Where grander styles, and finer forms invite. 
And at Ermenonville alone unite. 
The garden smiles embellished by the fields. 
To them in turn her channs the garden yields. 

From those green hills which lift their heads so high. 
Whence wide extended prospects greet the eye. 
Nature to Genius said, ' Attend to me. 
Behold those treasures, they belong tp thee; 
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Their splendour rude^ their savage pomp demand^ 

My toils to perfect^ thy unerring hand/ 

She saidj and eager to the mass he flew. 

Where sleep unnumbered charms concealed from view; 

From hill to vale, from meads to woodlands roved. 

And as he passed the varying scenes improved. 

He knows at will to reunite, divide. 

Enlighten, or subdue, reveal, or hide; 

Creates not objects, but corrects, refines. 

And loves to finish Nature's light designs; 

Bids rocks with less tremendous horrors frown. 

And milder tints the gloomy woods embrown ; 

Directs a wandering stream, a spring reveals. 

Or lake monopolizing weed conceals. 

He speaks; and tempting paths our steps invite. 

Wind through the groves, the scattered parts unite. 

And form the perfect whole which charms our sight. 

Haply these vast attempts your art dismay. 
Go to your antique mansions, and survey 
The studied nothings, and expensive toys. 
Gay arbours, basons, runnels, naked boys; 
The riches thrown by artifice away 
To gild a spot delighting but a day. 
Would deck wide landscapes if applied with sense: 
Yield then to genius false magnificence: 
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And to a garden changed^ let France one day 
A second Eden to the world display. 

How Art may promise^ how create surprise^ 
Next in due order from my subject rise. 
But ere the Muse new precepts may dispense^ 
Two rival styles dispute her preference : 
Le Notre proud^ magnificent^ and fine^ 
Presents the rules of regular design. 
Lends to the country pomp unknown before. 
And with intrinsic beauties mingles more; 
Gives laws to trees, gives fetters to the waves. 
And like a despot shines among his slaves : 
Scenes more imposing yields, but less serene. 
While Kent bids Nature wear a smiling mien; 
Decks not her form with artificial glare. 
But with a lover's fondness treats the fair; 
Her sweet caprices, and majestic ease. 
Her walk unstudied, with indulgence sees; 
And skilful, knows to make her charms surprise. 
Spring from disorder, and from chance arise. 
Each to our choice presents a separate claim. 
But both are equal candidates for fame; 
The one with rural beauties decks the plain ; 
The other glitters in a mone^rch's train^ 
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things to magnificence are doomed by Fate, 

To them we turn for signs of power and state. 

Gladly we gaze, intoxicate our eyes 

With all the wonders luxury supplies. 

^rt then rebellious Nature may subdue f 

This in great contests only can be true. 

Art an usurper is, who pardon gains 

Proportioned to the glory he obtains. 

But scorn those scenes by artifice defaced, 

A silent satire on their master's taste. 

Who boasts their charms, admires his snug abode; 

His rural grotto near the dusty road; 

His lake where geese and ducks might range at large. 

Were it not covered by his envious barge; 

Paths which eternally the line obey; 

Trees nicely trimmed, and flowers in patches gay; 

While peeping forth from pyramids of green. 

Shepherds on pedestals complete the scene. 

Him let bis wretched luxuries delight, 

A barren heath would less offend my sight. 

Far from these trifles, these pretensions vain. 
Oh! fly with me where Art's illuMons reign. 
Come! fimiling Marly, proud Versailles admire; 
See Nature's gifts with Louis' taste conspire; 
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There Art triumphantly displays her power; 

Tis all enchantmefit^ 'tis Alciha^s bower, 

Armida's palace; or with glory crowned. 

Say of a hero. Muse ! in peace renowned. 

Great though in solitude, who conquering still. 

Makes a whole country vassal to his will. 

The obstacles surmounts, the soil improves. 

And miracles surround him as he moves. 

The fields, the waters, and the woods survey: 

Each in due turn subdued, hiB laws obey; 

Those trees their verdant architecture join. 

And with twelve beauteous palaces combine ; 

The statues seem to breathe, the wave impends. 

Then with hoarse sound in 'whitening foam descends ; 

There forms a lucid lake, a river here. 

Or, bounding to the skies, a fountain clear. 

Which fired by sun-beams, falling I behold 

In drops of azure, emerald, and gold. 

When through the dusky shades I chance to stray. 

The Fauns and Dryads frolic in my way, 

Venus and Dian grace the blessed abode. 

Each bower a fane, each statue is a god. 

In great effects let Art her powers employ; 
Yet admiration is a transient joy. 
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I praise the orator whose tbonghts expressed 
In fluent strain^ with flowery language dressed. 
In pompous cadence eloquently roll; 
But studied periods never reach the soul. 
Weary of orators^ I soon depart. 
And seek the friend whose accents speak his heart. 
Thus fountains, marbles, all that pomp supplies. 
Art's splendid ornaments fatigue the eyes; 
But landscapes breathing gratitude and joy. 
Great Nature's genuine treasures, never cloy. 
Still in your gardens then her charms prefer; 
Your model choose from him who cannot err. 
Read Milton, bard inspired ! who dared to man. 
Describe in strain sublime the Almighty's plan. 
When erst his hand omnipotent bestowed. 
On our first parents Eden's blessed abode. 
No paths monotonous were there designed. 
No streams like prisoners, to one course confined. 
Nor did fictitious ornaments adorn 
Earth's early spring, and beauties newly born. 
Unearned, unasked, exhausting each delight. 
With her first treasures Nature blessed their sight. 
In sweet confusion hills and dales were mixed ; 
The irriguous paths to no direction fixed; 
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The rivulets meandered unrestrained ; 

In full luxuriance vegetation reigned ; 

Variety perplexed their wavering view. 

Prolonged their pleasures, and afforded new. 

O'er the soft velvet verdure of the field 

A thousand trees their waving umbrage yield. 

Here lightly grouped, there negligently placed. 

Delight the scent, or gratify the taste; 

Now flourish separately, now unite. 

Or open unexpectedly to sight 

Extensive prospects, in perspective seen 

Beneath an arch of overshadowing green ; 

Or bending to the ground wild branches stray. 

And sweetly troublesome perplex the way; 

Or loosely pendent o'er the beauteous pair. 

Strew with fresh blossoms their ambrosial hair. 

Fair blooms the vine, the fruit with golden rind ; 

And clasping shrubs voluptuously entwined. 

Form shadowy arbours, ever verdant bowers. 

While round their stems spring up unnumbered flowers. 

There, her soft eyes with tenderness impressed. 
Eve, ' blushing like the morn,' her love confessed. 
And in the bower her youthful lover blessed. 
All nature smiled the happy hour to greet. 
The rivers murmured with a sound more sweet. 
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The sky more clear, the sun more bright appeared^ 
And thrilling earth their mutual rapture shared ; 
The breeze to each green cave their sighs conveyed. 
The blossoms fell, the rose inclined her head. 
To scatter perfumes on the nuptial bed. 

Oh happy union! bliss beyond compare! 
Happy like these who rural pleasures share ! 
Far from the anguish pride is doomed to prove. 
Enjoy fruits, flowers, innocence and love. 

Ah ! were not rural scenes, and rural ease. 
The purest pleasures Heaven to Man decrees. 
Why should our hearts their secret influence own. 
Why prize them present, iand lament them flown ? 
The wise man satiated with worldly strife, 
Hopes 'mid his fields to spend declining life; 
The great from palaces to shades remove ; 
The poet seeks a solitary grove; 
The plodding merchant of his counter tires. 
And to long days of promised rest aspires. 
Even for repose the laurel'd hero sighs. 
And claims his groves as conquest's dearest prize ; 
MsLrs drops his terrors there, and smiles serene. 
And turns the encrimsoned earth to cheerful green. 
Disarms his warlike hosts, collects his flocks. 
And hangs his standards on surrounding rocks. 
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PoiQena then^ no more with fears oppressed^ 
Sinks on his silent thunder-bolts to rest, 
While sportive Pales on a shield reclines^ 
And round her brows Bellona's laurel twines. 
The sounding horn but daunts the forest train^ 
And Echo once again repeats the shepherds' strain* 

Her country's boast^ thus Blenheim lives renowned. 
With Victory's palm^ and rural garlands crowned. 
In vain her name records our sad reverse; 
A hero's monument demands my verse. 
Behold the wonders of creative Art 
At every step their magic charms impart! 
While niid the fascinating scenes^ alike, 
A people's virtues, and a warrior's strike. 
When tales of other times remembrance seeks. 
Yon tangled dell of Rosamonda speaks. 
Whose moving story of disastrous fate 
The world shall piiy, and the bard relate. 
Sweet Rose! who more than thou deserved the name? 
A rose thy emblem, and thy date the same. 
Fair fleeting flower so early snatched away ! 
A day thy span — Alas! a stormy day. 
In this new labyrinth formed by Merlin's power. 
Thy rival traced thee in a fatal hour. 
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And by the clue ivhich Love himself had m^de. 

Was hate revenged, and Rosamond betrayed. 

Victim alike of hatred and of love. 

Thy injured spirit still frequents the grove; 

Drawn from far regions pilgrims view, and swell 

With tears of pity, Rosamonda's well; 

Still through the magic maze thy name shall sound, 

A name, immortal Addison has crowned. 

But now, no more I sing of love and woe; 
A nobler impulse bids my bosom glow. 
As on this monument I pause to read 
A grateful people's patriotic deed. 
Who, by a glorious gift, on brass engraved. 
Repaid the hero who his country saved. 

But, Muse, forbear ! restrain thy flight awhile. 
Nor hail the beauties of yon noble pile. 
For lo ! the structure of the massive wall 
Long shall the immortal benefit recall. 
And scorning time, and man's recording page. 
Transmit the triumph to each future age. 
Nor let thy voice inspiring grace my lays 
With miracles of Art surpassing praise ; 
Dwell on the splendid tapestry's curious dyes. 
Where proud Arbela's fame with Blenheim's vies; 
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Depict that bronze whose limbs colossal dare 
With Rhodes' first wonder of the world compare; 
Or yonder bridge^ by love and war revered. 
Which weeping Hymen's hand to Victory rearedj^ 
That bridge, thro' whose wide arch the Rhine might pour 
Her copious urn's accumulated store. 

No ! — In this spot renowned, this fair retreat. 
Far other charms the rural poet greet. 
Full long has daring Art usurped the claim 
With bronze and marble meeds to honour fame. 
And well the mighty victor might despise 
Ignoble honours, and a vulgar prize; 
But Nature here her bounteous self exceeds. 
And stamps the tribute due to matchless deeds; 
Great as her schemes, a solenm pledge has given. 
New, but eternal as the laws of Heaven. 
To hail the hero see her train appear. 
Crowned with each gift that decks the varied year; 
An Orpheus dwells in every wooded glade; 
Trees for his canopy expand their shade ; 
Heaven to his car enchains the rosy hours. 
To grace his temples' honoured seams with flowers. 
And as from year to year they roll, convey 
The glorious fate of that immortal day. 
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The wonderous tale the village night beguiles; 
While age repeats it, youth delighted smiles; . . 
Nor shall the gratefiil sense by time repressed. 
Cool, or forsake a generous people's breast. 
Who to his children's children shall repay 
The blood which flowed that memorable day; 
While Blenheim's deathless monuments record. 
As Heaven can punish, Albion can reward. 

And ah ! a more ambitioned crown of fame 
May this Elysium's new Achilles claim. 
May the new bard of Spencer's name and race, 
Museus like, his tomb with numbers grace. 
While Marlborough happy in Elyslan groves. 
Remembers still the scenes which still he loves ! 
. Ye then who proudly own the Spencer name. 
Ye whom his glorious destiny inflame. 
To ye, the arts and sciences shall bend ; 
Ye, o'er the seas Britannia's power extend. 
Just benefactress, she depends on you ; 
The meed of virtue Blenheim claims her due. 
If from her gi-oves no future heroes rise, 
Alas ! in Glory's temple. Glory dies. 
But no — to genius, and to honour true. 
Still Blenheim brings new prodigies to view. 
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Sublime Urania dwells among her towers^ 
Where oft her Herschel spends his midnight hours^ 
Immersed in heavenly contemplation soars^ 
And adds new planets to a Newton's stores. 
Haply, ere long, a star shall M^lborough rise. 
And Herschel trace his progress through the skies ; 
Once feared on earth, where distant billows roll, 
. His fires may light your ships from pole to pole. 
But what new regions sl^all their $ails explore 
Where Marlborough's prowess has not reached before? 
By strains applauding sounded o'er the main. 
Joined with the names of Cond6 and Turenne. 

But at these names, why drops the unbidden tear? 
Oh! France, sweet country! scenes for ever dear! 
If e'er, forgetting thee, my faithless lays 
Make thee the object of my second praise. 
Oh ! may I never greet thy long-loved shore. 
Ne'er may my name, my verse be honoured more. 

Blenheim farewell ! Chambord now bids me sing; 
The prize of valour granted by my king. 
A prize his Saigon hero claimed with joy. 
When haply Blenheim envied Fontenoy. 
There though the turrets less extent command. 
Less vast the portico, the dome less grand. 
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Yet glory dwells, and loves to see him feign 
To lead his veterans to the field again. 
Tis thus on Lethe's banks, as legends tell. 
Where the pale ghosts of ancient heroes dwell. 
They still delight to guide the flying car. 
To wield the lance, and feast on scenes of war^ 



£ND OF THE FIRST CANTO. 




THE GARDENS. 



CANTO THE SECOND. 



CANTO TH£ SECOND. 



Had I that lyre whose captivating sounds 

By Orpheus touched^ drew woods and rocks aroundj 

I'd sweep the strings^ and in full leaf arrayed. 

The trees at once should spread luxuriant shade; 

Ripe vegetation to the impulse yield> 

Oaks, beeches, cedars, hasten to my field* 

But ancient harmony has lost its charms. 

Music no more the savage tribe disarms. 

The senseless tree no strain melodious moves; 

Labour and Art alone enchant the groves. 

What skill, what care, to difierent plants itnpart 
Richness or beauty, then enquire of Art. 

Earth her most lovely ornament receives 
From trees, their stems, and blossoms> fruits, and leaves. 
The tree assumes a thousand different forms. 
Trembles with every breeze, or braves the storms 
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With stubborn trunks and proud unbending head ; 

Or wild its undulating branches spread. 

A stem shoots up with slender lightness there^ 

With form majestic^ or with graceful air; 

Smooth or unpolished^ straight^ or bowed^ we trace 

The Proteus of the vegetable race. 

Changing incessantly to deck our views. 

Its shape and foliage, fruits, and verdant hues. 

These varying gifts, these genuine effects 

Employ, as Taste, the guide of Art, directs. 

By differing too in figure and extent. 
Woods may a thousand characters present. 
Now a wild forest, savage, and profound. 
Spreads an immense obscurity around; 
Now through inviting paths we long to rove. 
Where trees less crowded form an open grove; 
Here sprinkled lightly through the rural scene. 
On each green hill fantastic tufts are seen ; 
Beyond, an oak in conscious pride displayed. 
Adorns the meadow with its single shade; 
And if the Muse adventurous may compare 
Peace-breathing landscape to the seat of war. 
Thus mighty armies in the field appear. 
There in light troops, in close battalions here. 
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While some great chief, his country's strength and hoast> 
Proud of his fame, steps forth himself a host. 

Plantations fluctuating laws obey; 
When o'er our grounds false Art usurped the sway. 
Fashion those solitary trees despised. 
Which now, in Nature's reign, are doubly prized. 
By Chance selected, or the hand of Taste, 
They deck the scene irregularly placed. ^ 
Let them at various distances appear. 
Differ in growth, in figure, and in air; 
Each stem should some peculiar feature own. 
By grace distinguished, or by strength alone. 
Or unpretending, and in crowds concealed. 
To the old patriarchs of the forest yield; 
But when in venerable beauty spread. 
An ancient oak, or maple lifts his head. 
Let all his tribe ranged modestly around. 
Compose his court, and deck the distant ground. 

With choice more happy and more various. Taste 
Bids numerous pictures spring from groups well placed; 
Bids the thick mass or airy tuft arise 
From trees of different numbers, sort, and size. 
Beheld afar, we love to see them stand 
A people joined in one fraternal band. 
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^ By these your pictures vary and improve; 
Your distant views bring nearer or remove; 
Unite, divide, or o'er the rural^ scene 
Spread J or contract, the mnbrageous veil of green. 

Oh Muse ! our groups are formed, thy aid impart. 
And. teach our woods to own the touch of Art. 

Hail venerable woods ! your domes no more 
Echo the ancient Bard's terrific lore;' 
A softer frenzy dwells your shades among. 
And still your caVes inspire the poet's song. 
Majestic haunts ! 'tis mine ye now command. 
Let me approach, and with respectful hand 
Adorn, but not profane your charms, and give 
Your beauty: rules which I from you receive. 

Endless variety the woods present; 
Stems closely pressed here every ray prevent; 
There dancing sun-beams mid the shadows play. 
Forming soft struggles 'twixt the night and day; 
Yonder their light leaves on the ground pourtrayed. 
Trees thinly scattered wanton in the glade; 
Striving to meet, their supple heads incline. 
Wave to and fro, yet seem afraid to join. 
Its horrors thus subdue ! but ah ! beware. 
Nor spoil the wood's sublime and solemn air. 
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Changes too frequent may destroy effect; 
The character which marks the whole respect. 
Let it be one, distinct, to grandeur true. 
But leave, with all its pomp, a wildness too : 
Reveal those broken trunks; I love to roam 
Where through deep cavities black torrents foam; 
Of time, and floods, and seasons leave the trace. 
Nor yon terrific rock's rough frown efface; 
Let wild majestic scenery mark the ground. 
And breathe a male, imposing charm around. 

Yet some mstinctive horror oft overspreads 
The lonely wanderer who the desert treads; 
In this sequestered wood, to cheer the way 
Of him whom destiny impels to stray. 
Erect a shelter where the poor may rest. 
Or virtue by calamity oppressed. 

There are disastrous times that force from home 
Lost exiles doomed in foreign climes to roam : 
Ah ! feel for them, but profit by their woe, 
And thence your picture's softest tint bestow. 
Amid the rural scene, some humble spot, 
A kind asylum to their wreck allot. 
Deep in the forest fix their peaceful home. 
In modest contrast with your splendid dome; 
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Thus peopled— Feeling shall your woods revere. 
And consecrate the scene with Pity's tear. 

But chiefs if exile from their cells has driven 
That pious tribe^ who, candidates for Heaven, 
The scourge, the hair-cloth^ and the fast despise, 
And hide their willing pangs from human eyes. 
Children of Bruno, children of Ranc^, 
Who dead to present bliss lament and pray; 
Twixt hope and penitence direct their flight 
To future regions of eternal light; 
Oh ! shield from ills their venerable heads. 
And mid your woods prepare them tranquil sheds. 
Soon as the voice of rumour shall relate 
Their happy refuge from unhallowed fate. 
The village throng shall bless your pious care. 
And to the sacred colony repair. 
No more the rich shall indigence disdain ; 
Pride shall seek lowliness^ and pleasure pain ; 
You too shall leave your elegant retreats; 
Your gilded canopies^ and summer seats. 
The world's delusions on your fancy fade. 
While deeply awed you tread the solemn shade, 
Mark its pale tenants^ and their rigid fare. 
Their holy silence, and incessant prayer; 
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See .weeping Penitence^ a spade in hand^ 

Bend o'er his grave^ awaiting Death's command. 

Earth shall their fertilizing influence own : 

By angels borne to Heaven's eternal throne. 

Their pious accents^ and uplifted hands 

Shall draw down plenty on your smiling lands^ 

And from their grateftil orisons shall rise^ 

Your blessings here, your title to the skies. 

Mid the deep gloom and silence of the night. 

When by the glimmering lamp's sepulchral lights 

Borne on the air their plaintive strains resound. 

And break at intervals the calm profound. 

Haply when Apathy and Pleasure sleep. 

Your heart shall melt, and wake with them to weep; 

Your frame on earth, your soul sublime shall soar. 

And joined with theirs. Heaven's mighty King adore. 

Thus more enticing bid your woods appear; 
Their gloom enliven, and their stillness cheer; 
Let no vain ornaments their pomp invade. 
But meek-eyed Charity adorn the shade. 

The grove less proud, no gloom, no awe inspires; 
A cheerftil site, a yielding line requires. 
Runs into sinuous paths and mazes green. 
And gayer features animate the scene; 
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Mid native flowera conducts voluptuons streams f 
And there^ when I indulge poetic dreams, 
Metbinks I see, dissolved in ease and leisure. 
Soft Epicurus dictate rules of pleasure. 

But while you deck the bosom of the grove, ' 
And forest wild ; their precincts too improve. 
In works of taste, as in the poet's lay. 
Variety still bears the pahn away« 
Seducing Goddess! sweet Variety! 
Indulgent still, who loves inconstancy. 
Still grasps the prism, and with a thousand hu^s 
Tints every scene to multiply our views. 
To her let Man's aspiring efforts tend. 
Mark, how to Heaven's most perfect work we bend ! 
On yonder graceful head observant rest. 
With God's sublime similitude impressed. 
Mark that fair forehead, mind's expressive scene. 
Now deep in thought, now ruffled, now serene; 
By happy contrast seeming still more fair. 
Adorned, and shaded by the clustering hair. 
The vivid eye emitting rays of light. 
While the dark brows protect the tender sight. 
The pulpy lip with coral tincture bright. 
To ivory lending more resplendent white ; 
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While each fresh hlooming cheek more roundness shews. 

Divided by the fair proportioned nose. 

The foot, the hand, the fingers' varying length. 

Woman's soft form, and man's more sinewy strength. 

There dwells variety; adopt with art. 

And God's designs to human works impart. 

So shall the eye, free wandering through the space. 

Unwearied still a thousand objects trace. 

Then let no studied bounds your woods deface. 
No formal lilies their winding skirts embrace; 
In vain wUd beauties deck the leafy scene. 
If e&vibus walls those lovely features skreen. 
Let me within the deep recess behold 
Young vigorous trees, and fathers growing old ; 
See various species flourish at a time. 
Some humbly qreep, and some ambitious climb ; 
See vegetable tyrants proudly reign. 
And leave their sapless subjects to complain. 
Great scene ! where ages, manners^ life, we find. 
In native colours, pictured to the mind. 

Compared to these effects with rapture seen. 
With what disgust we fly the rampart green. 
Whose formal bound Variety defies. 
Nor yields the eye one pleasure from surprise. 

;e 



50 

Variety^ thou source of all delight! 

Come! with thy treasures captivate the sight. 

Break the dull compass, and insipid line. 

And thy loved charms to deck our woods combine. 

Now let their skirts recede, now gently swell; 

The eye abhors on formal lines to dwell. 

But loves to follow through* its ample range 

The varying borders unexpected change; 

Now seeks the open path and sunny glade; 

Now penetrates the deep embowering shade; 

On various pictures which the scene displays,. 

At intervals, with pleasure rests to gaze; 

The woodlands thus appear of more extent. 

And with each winding different charms present. 

First be their form irregularly traced;. 
Next choose the trees you sacrifice to Taste; 
But be not rash ; reluctantly condemn ; 
Ah! think how many aSpring matured that stem; 
That gold nor wishes can restore the shade,- 
Where skreened from sultry beams so oft you strayed. 
Too oft a tyrant, with a wanton blow. 
Lays the proud monarchs of the forest low. 
And banished thence mysterious pleasures fly,, 
The tender musing, and the mutual sigh. 
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Ah ! by those woods in whose love-hallowed shade 

You heard the rustic pipe^ the dance' surveyed. 

Those woods by Sensibility beloved. 

Beneath whose tuf^ domes your fathers roved. 

Respect what Time, what Gratitude reveres ; 

Touch not that trunk which still robust appears. 

That noble ruin sanctified by years. 

Too soon, alas! shall come the fatal day,' 

And his shrunk form to younget plants give way; 

Felled by the murderous; steel, his haughty head. 

And ancient' honours in the dust be laid. 

Versailles ! with what regret thy bowers I sing. 
Enchanting labours of a mighty king! 
Time, and Le Notre in the work combined ; 
But ah ! the axe impends, thy doom is signed. 
Those trees whose towering branches reached the sky, 
Striick at the root, now totter, droop, and die; 
Their noble summits fall, their branches strew 
Those ways o'er which in arches proud they gtew. 
Those forests are destroyed whose glorious boughs 
Formed wreaths of victory for a monarch's brows; 
Those woods where celebrating softer rites. 
Voluptuous Art invented new delights. 
Love ! tell me where the bowers delicious lie. 
Where haughty Montespan first learned to sigh i 
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Point where La Valliere, tender, beauteous maid. 

To her charmed lover in the secret shade. 

Without design, her hopeless flame betrayed. 

All, all destroyed ! and at the scaring sound 

Its timid tenants shun the ravaged ground. 

Behold the birds who proud in royal groves. 

Sung their soft lays, and hailed their feathered loves. 

Reluctant leave those regions of delight. 

And from long*loved recesses wing their flight. 

Haste infant plants, repeople soon the field; 

Ye withering trees your place contented yield. 

Ye, who beheld Corneille and Turenne die. 

Have seen a hundred happy Springs go by; 

Our brightest days, alas ! are sootiest o'er. 

Like yours they vanish, and return no more. 

But while my lays these ravages deplore. 
What soothing sounds a pleasing hope restore? 
Blest be that art which languor can remove. 
And give new vigour to the drooping grove! 
Soon as the balm its grateful influence sheds. 
The barkless trees revive, and lift their head&; 
And youth in Spring's luxuriant foliage gay. 
Joined with the pride of age, at once display. 

Blessed then the man possessed of ancient groves. 
More blessed who plants his own, while Time improves 
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Their opening beauties to reward his care; 

He, like great Cyrus, cries, ' I placed them there/ 

Him their first Spring with ecstasy repays; 

On every promised bud he turns to gaze. 

Such Piercefield rose, and thus her infant woods. 

Clad in soft green, hung trembling o'er the floods. 

Thus Eve gazed, wondering, in the lucid wave. 

Fresh from the hand which sense and being gave. 

The young plantations shaded every vale. 

Decked rocks and hills, and wantoned in the gale; 

The swain who raised them, for bis toil o'erpaid. 

Proud of their charms, enjoyed and blessed their shade. 

Would ye, whom no adopted rule confines. 
Like him enjoy the groves your taste designs? 
Restrain your projects eager to expand ; 
Be they with ripe deliberation planned. 
As painters, ere an outline is designed. 
Long sketch the promised picture on their mind; 
So meditate the scheme your art pursues; 
Know the full power of different sites, and views. 
Of hills with foliage hung, the chequered glade. 
Or noble forest on the plain displayed. 

Mark, too, what forms and colours kindly blend ; 
What forms and colours mutually offend. 
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The ash extending Vfide his ury arms^ 
O'erpowers the drooping willow's modest chaims ; 
A contrast too decided reigns hetween 
The oak's dark leaf^ and poplar's tender green ; 
Some mediating tree may offer aid. 
And reconcile them by a friendly shade. 
Unblending thus, when Vernel's tints oppose. 
By mellowing colours he unites the foes. 

Oh thou, before whose hills adorned with shade 
The boasted labours of a Lorrain fade; 
Who, conquering Nature, taught this art refined. 
And bright examples with thy laws combined. 
Long may thy innocent delights increase. 
Long like thy woods thy bosom harbour peace. 
Some secret presage seems to point the hour 
When courts shall force thee from thy happy bower. 
Then shall a dearer plant thy cares demand. 
And owe its blossoms to thy fostering hand. 
Oh! may this child a parent's virtues own. 
And live to sorrow and to guilt unknown. 
May Hatred ne'er, nor Envy's baleful power. 
With breath malignant, blight the tender flowen 
Yet persevere; embellish every grove; 
While ye, whose sl^ill his golden rules improve. 
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Learn^ taught of him, judiciously to use 
The numerous greens of ever-varying hues; 
To give their fickle shades from deep to light. 
Their soft gradations- from subdued to bright. . 

Observe them most when, ere her chaplets fade. 
Pale Autumn comes in brighter garb arrayed. 
What varying shades attract the ravished eye!. 
What brilliant colours in the picture vie ! 
Purple with opal, red with saffron strives. 
And chastening brown, the latest that survives. 
Alas! their beauty but denotes their fidl; 
Such is the common lot. At Winter's call. 
Soon from the North tempestuous winds shall blow. 
And with the woodland spoil the valley strew. 
From time to time descends the rustling leaf, . 
And wakes the wanderer from his dream of grief. 
For even these sad memorials Sorrow. loves: 
Then if my heart the pang of memory prove?. 
If with distress, or keen regret I pioe. 
With Nature's wo^s I love to mingle mine. 
Impelled by sympathy, I love to tread 
O'er wrecks of broken boughs, and branches dead. 
Flown are the. hours of joy, and mirth, and folly; 
To thee I yiejd myself, sweet Melancholy ! 
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Not wrapped in sable robe approach me now. 
The garb of sullen grief, with clouded brow. 
But come half veiled, as at the close of year 
Seen through the vapour softened rays appear; 
With mild dejected air, with tender sighs. 
And tears delicious starting from thine eyes. 

But lo! while I indulge my moumftil dream, 
A thousand odorous shrubs, delightful theme! 
Their charms unfold ; their tribes voluptuous call. 
Adieu ye knotted oaks, ye cedars tali ! 
Less proud, more elegant, enchanting race, 
Twixt trees and flowers come hold the middle space. 
With milder lineaments adorn the scene. 
With lighter foliage, or unchanging green. 

Oh ! were I less impatient to attain 
The object that impels my eager strain. 
How should I love your tender shoots to guide. 
To bid the shrubbery flourish with new pride. 
To form cool shades your pliant boughs instruct. 
And mid those shades the silver stream conduct; 
There should the perfume-breathing lilac bloom. 
The verdant myrtle flowery charms assume. 
The rich laburnum droop her golden head, 
Syringas, jasmines^ balmy odours shed. 
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While round th' acacia honeysuckles twined^ 

Emblem of strength and elegance combined. 

I'd melt your tints, through every shade descend; 

Pure white, carnation, deepest azure blend; 

With varying colours captivate the sight. 

Your blossoms, stems, and calices unite 

To aid my brilliant work, make Painting pine. 

And even Van-Huysum envy my design. 

You, on whom Heaven these precious gifts bestows. 
With skill their fascinating pomp disclose; 
Give to the Seasons their appropriate bloom; 
Let each its colouring and rich perfume 
Afford in turn, and every opening Spring 
Each its own wreath of flowers unfaded bring. 
Thus shall your garden vary with the hours. 
Each bower enjoy a Spring, each Spring its bowei-s; 
A transient Spring, alas ! too soon it ends. 
But skill its short-lived brilliancy extends; 
Bids every tree arranged with taste and care. 
With equal charms its flowery loss repair. 
Thus Daphne, by her captivating arts. 
Though passed her prime, still triumphs o'er our hearts. 

Spite of the season and inclement air. 
Heaven lets even Winter in its bounty share; 
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Some sturdy trees the jealous tempests brave. 
And mid the partial wreck their foliage save. 
The hollies clad in prickly armour shine. 
The yew, the ivy, and exuding pine. 
The verdant laurel of immortal fame. 
Avenging Nature, flourish still the same. 
Their coral globes and purple fruits are seen 
Mixing enamelled hues with vivid green ; 
The enchanting vesture decks the naked fields. 
Creates surprise, and double pleasure yields. 
Your Winter gardens ornament with these ; 
There a bright gleam with eager haste we seize; 
There, when the country all around is bare. 
On fluttering wings the birds deceived repair. 
Sport mid the verdant foliage, gayly sing 
Their season come again, and hail the Spring, 

Yet, though one spot a thousand charms enjoys^ 
Custom the bright delusion oft destroys. 
And while the stranger views them with delight. 
The cloyed possessor sickens at the sight. 
Can we no fascinating method find 
To fix unchanged the captivated mind; 
Mark how the ice-bound Laplander deceives! 
The rigid planet under which he grieves., 
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Our noble beeches, vigorous elms, and limes, 

Sbun with antipathy these bitter climes; 

A few dark firs at intervals are seen 

Piercing the frozen earth with scanty green. 

Yet every little tree the climate spares. 

The Lapland peasant to his heart endears. 

He placed it for some interesting end. 

To shade a son, a father, or a friend. 

Or, with his name for ever dear impressed. 

In memory, haply, of a parting guest. 
Ye who exist beneath a clearer sky 
May imitate this happy industry; 
'Twill animate the whole; your bowers and trees. 
Desert and mute no more, will learn to please ; 
Delightful recollections haunt the grove. 
And absent friends among your gardens rove. 

Or if, to crown your blessings, bounteous Heaven 
A tender pledge of mutual love has given. 
Let rising stems the blissful period mark. 
And form commemorating shades — ^but hark! 
Hark, Oh my Muse ! while carelessly you sing, 
Ei^qlting millions hail a future king. 
An heir to Louis born ; our thunders roll. 
And loud the rumour spreads from pole to pole. 
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Not flowers alone around his cradle strew; 

Victorious palms, immortal laurels throw; 

Let days of glorj meet his opening eyes. 

And at his birth the hymn of victory rise. 

These rites to Bourbon's blood a people owes; 

To thee, by whom kind Heaven the gift bestows. 

Who by the dearest bond, the tenderest tie, 

A brother and a spouse, two realms ally. 

As the fond woodbine round those elms entwines. 

And with a flowery chain their boughs combines. 

Mother, and sister, royal consort, queen. 

Like summer showers, thy smiles and tears are seen ; 

Fate gives a blessing, but she bids thee mourn 

A mother dying while a son is bom. 

Amid the raptures these bright days inspire 

Let others seize the pencil and the lyre. 

While I, the country's humble friend, resort 

Where Flora and the Zephyrs keep thy court. 

To Trianon with duteous haste repair. 

And plant a grove his age and name to bear. 

This simple monument of infant trees. 

Nursed by thy care, shall teach the spot to please; 

Meanwhile thy son, improving with his grove. 

Shall seek its shelter with a brother's love. 
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At length your eye enjoys the lovely change. 
Among your own luxuriant groves you range. 
Would you on Art's embellishments refine? 
To deeds of pleasure deeds of glory join. 
Rest not content with an improver's name. 
But, by creating, merit higher fame. 
Observe how Nature secretly fermentsi; 
What thirst of bringing forth the Earth torments! 
Let her not thirst in vain, in vain implore; 
She still for industry has gifts in store. 
As Art at will the river's course can guide. 
So teach the sap through new canals to glide. 
And by new unions fertilize your field. 
Try too, when joined, what virgin juices yield. 
Let them; encouraged, mutual gifts exchange; 
With nice experiments through Nature range. 
How many plants, and flowers, and fruits, and trees. 
Derive their colours, perfumes, taste, from these ! 
Examples various are within your reach; 
These metamorphoses produced the peach; 
Hence with rich tints the proud carnation glowa; 
Hence shines with triple diadem the rose. 
With courage dare; give new productions birth; 
Twas God who made, but man adorns the earth. 
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But if yoii dare not these achievements try, 
Mark what rich treasures other climes supply ; 
Their fruits usurp; with conquests thus humane. 
The Romans triumphed o'er Pomona's trun : 
The Gallic pear, the Armenian apricot. 
The plum of Syria to Ausonia brought. 
When great LucuUus Asia's force subdued, 
Rome with surprise the gold and marble viewed ; 
With more delight the sage among the crowd 
Beheld the hero, of his triumph proud. 
To Roman bands the cherry-tree display. 
And at their feet the laden branches lay. 
Did not these Romans too, in earlier times. 
Behold our ancestors in foreign climes. 
In armed battalions under fairer skies. 
Seize on the grape? Intoxicating prize! 
Devote their standards to the God of wine. 
Red with the nectar of the conquered vine. 
As home the heated troops their trophies bore. 
Their songs triumphal swelled from shore to shore; 
The enchanting beverage as in streams it flowed. 
Pleasure, festivity, and mirth bestowed. 
So were the victories of Bacchus sung. 
Of India's conqueror, ever fair and young; 
The hills and vallies with the vintage rung. 
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Sprung from these Gauls^ we vie with them ia toils. 
And emulate our sires in rural spoils. 
In that delightful spot which proudly yields 
To him whose hand great Themis' sceptre wields. 
Behold Malesherbes, and the Lamoignons toil. 
With trees unnumbered to enrich our soil. 
Assembled there from Earth's remotest bound, 
A thousand plants of various climes are found; 
From the steep mountain, and the briny shore. 
Or torn from craggy cliffs where eagles soar. 
Those which the East or Western world bring forth. 
The children of the South and frigid North, 
Distinguished mid our ancient plants appear. 
Forget their soil, and love to flourish here. 
Surrounded by selected crowds I stray. 
And at one glance the teeming earth survey. 
The happy stranger whom the shade deceives. 
Doubts of his exile, and no longer grieves. 
Pants with emotion near his favourite tree. 
Witness thy feelings, young Potaveri. 

From Otaheite's dear parental clime. 
Where love, though free as air, is free from crime. 
This artless savage to our walls conveyed. 
Sighed for his liberty, and native shade. 
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His easy pleasures^ and delicious isle; 
In vain our beauties bloom^ our gardens smile; 
Our splendours weary bim^ and tempt in vain ; 
' Give me/ be often cried^ ' my woods again.' 
Once wben conducted to tbe royal scene, 
Wbere rare exotics from all parts are seen. 
Leaving well pleased tbe soil on whicb tbey grew. 
Eager to pay tbeir bomage to Jussieu; 
Among tbe various tribes tbe Indian strayed. 
And eacb green colony in turn surveyed; 
Wben to bis view amid tbe tbrong appears, 
A tree, tbe sbelter of bis infant years. 
Sudden be starts— with frantic gesture flies. 
Clings round tbe precious stem witb piercing cries. 
Warms it witb kisses, waters it with tears, 
Recals eacb spot fond memory endears. 
Those well known fields possessing matchless charms. 
The stream he cleaved so oft with vigorous arms. 
Those fresh bananas, yielding fruit and shade. 
The forest on whose savage tribe he preyed. 
His roof paternal, and tbe neighbouring grove. 
Where, in wild notes, he sung his dusky love; 
Before his eyes the loved illusions stand. 
And once again he views his native land. 
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' Whatever the woods and groves that crown your toil^ 
Indigenous^ or aliens to the soil^ 
The art of gardens^ in disposing trees. 
Asks nicer cares, if destined long to please. 
Too oft the artist with mistaken taste. 
Conceals delightful views by trees ill placed. 
Trees meant to ornament, and not to veil. 
Disperse with caution, or your efforts fail. 
Be some extensive distant view disclosed 
Through each plantation artfully disposed; 
The hill, the stream> the peopled vale present. 
Call in perspcjctive, give your grounds extent; 
Nature's free gifts successfully employ. 
Grasp with the sight, and gratefully enjoy. 
Ah! ne'er these adventitious charms reject; 
They cheer the eye, and finish the effect. 

Yon beaten road a busy scene displays; 
With eye. observant on the picture gaze. 
Soon as Aurpra sheds her roseate beam. 
Forth issues from the farm the industrious team. 
The lounging horseman weary of his way. 
With slackened rein permits his steed to stray. 
Till at the pilgrim's footstep roused again. 
He points the spur, and grasps the straitened rein. 
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The farm's rich housewife treads with stately pace ; 
Tlie upright milkmaid^ with her rosy face^ 
As with a well-poized pail she jogs along^ 
Awakens echo with her rural song. 
The lingering waggon o'er the groaning ground. 
Drags slow its ponderous load with hollow sound ; 
While the light curricle, for swiftness made. 
Whirls some gay coxcomb from the hated shade. 
Who flies to brighter scenes from spleen and care. 
While what he flies, alas! awaits him there. 

Observe that mill, where at the Naiads' call. 
O'er Ceres' tree translucent torrents fall. 
While on the breezy hill another flings 
In endless circles his gigantic wings. 
Here peeps a hamlet half by woods concealed; 
There crowned with towers a city stands revealed. 
Whose glittering spires from far attract our eyes. 
And lose their pointed summits in the skies. 
Far happier still if o'er the landscape frowu 
Those structures famed old time has handed down. 
Whose royal turrets, lifted to the sky, 
Mark where the bard and warrior mingled lie;^ 
Royaumont, Westminster, and St. Denis ; 
Impressive Westminster! where pride may see 
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The flower of England^ Chatham at their head; 
Wit, glory, beauty, numbered with the dead. 

Shall I forget that flood? her banks, and isles? 
The ocean dark with frowns^ or decked in smiles? 
Here bare, here fringed with wood her rocky sides. 
While the proud vessel on her bosom rides. 

Oh Nice !, delightful country, hills renowned ! 
With thyme, and lavender, and citrons crowned. 
And olive groves of ever-verdant hue. 
Whose pale tints blend with Ocean's deeper blue: 
Oft have my eyes thy various charms pursued. 
Those scenes expansive still with rapture viewed. 
I joyed to see thy waves, now smoothly rolled 
With gentle murmurs, on the beach unfold. 
Then shrink, and leave a fringe of foam behind ; 
Now urged to fury by the boisterous wind. 
First slightly rippled, whiten from afar, 
(The well-known signal of the watery war) 
Then spread, advance, and with increasing shock. 
Bound with tumultuous heave from rock to rock; 
Or like an azure serpent stretch, recoil; 
Then deeply plunging mid the caverns boil. 
The waves, the motion, and tremendous roar. 
Seized every sense, and fixed me to the shore. 
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If then your faToured scenes command the main^ 
Let not the awful billows roll in vain. 
Here through the boughs let azure gleams appear^ 
While sullen murmurs break upon the ear; 
Or be it in the depth of yonder shade. 
Through a long vista distantly surveyed; 
Now catch it in the windings of a grove. 
Lose it again, till sudden as you rove 
Unbounded Ocean bursting on the sight. 
Transports the soul with wonder and delight. 

These glorious objects fix the wandering eyes. 
But Nature here with niggard hand supplies 
These rich materials, these effects sublime; 
Though by mankind impelled, by Art, and Time. 
Oh plains of Greece ! Ausonia's classic groves ! 
Inspiring scenes, which Genius ever loves. 
How often fired beneath your cloudless skies. 
Nature's enthusiast to his pencil flies. 
Designs those distances, and makes his own 
Ports, seas, and burning mountains fertile grown 
By lavas pouring thence a fiery stream. 
Which threatening still, and big with danger gleam; 
Demolished palaces renewed again; 
And by convulsions of the earth and main. 
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As from his dust the Phoeiiix mounts on bigh^ 
A new world rising where. its ashes lie. 
Alas! I ne'er beheld that blessed abode 
Where Virgil's strains mellifluously flowed, 
I swear by Virgil, and his Muse sublime. 
Yet ere I die the Apennines to climb. 
Full of his lays, and by his numbers fired. 
To read them where those numbers were inspired. 

The enraptured swain who glowing landscape loves. 
Yet owns no flowery meads, no citron groves. 
No outward prospect but a cheerless plain. 
Let him. improve within his bounded reign. ' 
Objects more, fair, more interesting choose ; 
Charms to console him for contracted views. 
Thus, independent of the world, the wise. 
Rich in themselves, extraneous aid despise. 
Let then each scene mysteriously invite. 
Nor waste, too prodigal, the joys of sight; 
Raise expectation, flattering hopes inspire ; 
Enjoyment owes her pleasures to desire. 

Nor make of luxury a vain abuse ; 
Nor from the reign of beauty banish use. 
Pleased for a while, mid fruitless groves we range. 
But cheated Nature murmurs at the chlmge; 
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Vertnmnus^ Pales'^ exiled thence by pride. 
These futile ornaments of Art deride. 
Unjust usurpers of their fertile reign ; 
But soon shall Ceres triumphing again. 
Again with joy her golden harvests yield. 
And bid the avenging plough restore the field. 
Plant then, and gather; let the pensile vine 
Hung on your walls, her luscious stores resign; 
The fig, the velvet peach, and melting pear 
With sweet refreshing juices pay your care; 
Where verdant beds of grateful pulse extend. 
The clustering currant's ruby globes descend; 
The golden apricot her boughs expand. 
And from their tree ripe apples court your hand; 
Amid your flowers the purple cabbage blow. 
The turnep sweet, the pea, and lettuce grow; 
Each plant in turn an annual tribute bring; 
My slandered Muse their simple gifts shall sing; 
Sweet Poesy still dwells mid woods and plains. 
Nor, friend to Nature, Nature's works disdains. 
The humblest features please when aptly placed; 
Then heedless mix not, with mistaken taste. 
The park's wild charms, the villa's polished green. 
The shrubbery's pride, and homely cottage scene. 



7-1 

Let Nature yield to each a kindred grace. 
Or, led by whim, eccentric beauties trace ; 
Here humbly walk, there nobler scenes embrace. 
Nor does my theme alone the Muse empower 
To sing the monarch's seat, the sage's bower. 
There are more public spots where crowds unite. 
And gaze, converse, and wander with delight; 
For social Instinct, generous in her aims. 
To share her pleasures, as her labours, claims* 
No check to vision there must intervene. 
No obstacle obtrude to veil the scene. 
Or hide the lovely forms our hearts admire; 
The varying colours of their gay attire; 
Flowers, gems, and draperies of a thousand dyes. 
All Fashion frames, and Luxury supplies. 
Thus, if in gardens where some magic spell 
Condemns true knights and damsels fair to dwell. 
Whose forms the lily and the pink enclose. 
The clustering hyacinth, or perfumed rose. 
Should some benignant Fay her wand extend. 
And bid, with potent words, their durance end. 
Sudden the tulip and jonquil would mbv^,^ 
And white-robed lilies wander through the grove. 
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Thus Paris prizes her Elysian fieldsr^ 
Thus her proud citizens Angusta yields 
When Spring appears^ and every grove delights^ 
And royal Kensington ! thy shade invites. 

Muse leave awhile thy dear paternal shores, 
And seek those scenes again which Taste adores; 
Sing Kensington, whose rural charms retrace 
The parks and gardens of our royal race. 

Soon as the vocal choir their matins sing. 
And hail the beauties of returning Sprmg, 
To Kensington's soft shades and velvet green. 
Forth from the weary haunts of pomp and spleen. 
Where stagnates life, where fogs and smoke unite 
To darken ether with protracted night. 
Rush the gay multitude, and pour along. 
While Pan with wonder views the city's throng. 
Here cheerful groups adorned in rich array. 
The pride of commerce, and of courts display; 
There, with wild energy, the foaming steed 
Bespeaks his sire of pure Arabian breed. 
Impatient, panting, ever on the wing, 
Wf^rVfi with the mingled fires of ^outh and Spring; 
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With equal fire the dexterous rider speeds. 

And wrapped in clouds of dust from sight recedes ; 

The splendid equipage, the rapid car. 

With brilliant trappings decked, resound afar; 

While swarms of beauties scattered through the scene 

Trail their white draperies o'er the tempting green. 

Thus in the groves where happy souls reside. 

Athwart the umbrageous paths light phantoms glide. 

Gay childhood, emblem of the opening year. 

With sportive mirth and roseate cheek is here ; 

While age exhilarated points the way. 

And hastes to grasp another smiling day; 

And blooming youth, and health with happy mien ; 

Even Convalescence hails the sky serene ; 

By Zephyr's breath impelled her couch to shun. 

Here courts once more the all-reviving sun. 

What varied pictures mid the shades appear! 

Each station, age, and rank, seem mingled here. 

There walks, mid murmurs of unfeigned applause. 

The inspired speaker in his country's cause. 

The hero famed, whom crowds with rapture name; 

The noble sire of children known to Fame. 

A lovely mother moves with graceful pride. 

Her modest daughter blooming at her side. 
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Who blu&bes at the gaze her beauty draws^ 
While glowing blushes but increase the cause. 
As Indian monarchs hail the rising sun. 
The exulting mother smiles to be outdone. 
And next behold, in Britain bom and bred. 
The spouse and father by affection led. 
Proud of his burthen clasps a darling child. 
By infant kisses of his freight beguiled. 
And mingling public with parental zeal. 
Seems to devote him to his country's weal; 
While his loved partner, hanging on his arm. 
With heart maternal doubles every charm. 
Yon youthful couple, deeper in the grove. 
Point to the spot where first they learned to love. 
Where first they met, where one with virgin shame 
And faultering accents owned a mutual flame. 
Here ancient friends on politics debate. 
Foretell its ruin, or amend the state; 
A fop accosts them with an empty phrase. 
Then spurs his steed, nor for an answer stays. 
Some love to mingle, some remotely stray; 
While friendly greetings mutual joy betray. 
But in the tumult of the changing scene. 
Alone amid the crowd with pensive mien. 
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Fall many an aching heart its dream pursuesj 
Or banished man this happy people views. 
Struck by the day, the spot, with moistened eyes. 
Thinks of Longchamps; then folds his arms, and sighs 

ENP OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
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Of gardens, shrubberies, woodland scenes I sung. 
When thrice with fierce Bellona's voice they rung; 
Tom from their he^irths paternal at the cry. 
From France o'er foreign seas our warriors fly. 
And Mars, exulting, leaves the Idalian bowers. 
Fear not ye gods of peace, ye rural powers. 
For Louis threats not with destructive hand. 
But spreads your empire o'er a smiling land ; 
He bids a suiFering people cease to groan. 
And reap in peace the iruits their hands have sown. 
And ye who fame in distant realms obtain. 
Haste youthful heroes! o'er the western main 
I follow not, but ere ye come, the Muse 
Adorns your gardens, and improves your views. 
To bind your brows already myrtles grow. 
For you fresh garlands shall be taught to blow. 
The groves to flourish^ and the streams to flow. 
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In bowers reclined, forgetting past alarms. 
Oft shall you tell the glory of our arms. 
Your children ask the story o'er and o'er. 
And shrink at dangers that exist no more. 

Unfinished still these lovely scenes remain; 
Resume again, my lyre, the sylvan strain. 

The velvet grounds we now delighted tread. 
In earlier times with burning gravel spread. 
Reflecting fiery sun-beams, bare, and dry. 
Distressed the aching feet, and hurt the eye. 
England compassioned, gave improvements birth. 
And bade us cover and adorn the earth. 
These lawns with unremitting toil attend; 
If thirsty, bid fictitious showers descend; 
Let not the scythe and heavy roller rest. 
But level, well selected, closely pressed. 
Freed from all wild usurping grass with care. 
Bid them a surface soft as ermine wear. 
And in due time the spoils of age repair. 
The nearer spots, and pleasure grounds adorn 
With this smooth turf, this luxury of lawn^ 
The parts remote your Rocks and herds should keep. 
And cultivate themselves the fruits they reap; 
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Around you thus shall numerous nurslings thrive^ 

Enrich your land, and make the scene alive. 

Then scruple not, though pride may deem it strange. 

Free in your parks to let your cattle range; 

The cow, the useful ox, the fleecy race. 

Nor spoil their grandeur, nor my lay disgrace. 

The climate too must regulate your schemes. 
Feed not with turf the sun's devouring beams. 
Earth grieves; the suffering eyes with pain survey 
Fresh verdure withering in the parching ray. 
Ah ! when the unpitying skies our landscapes drain. 
Fain would I^ wafted o'er the azure main. 
Sweet Albion ! wander on thy fertile shores. 
Where Thames thro' flowery banks his tribute pours. 
Where musing Beauty innocently treads. 
With downcast eyes, on earth's enamelled beds. 
Fresh, lovely Albion, daughter of the main. 
Whose grateful dews thy verdant lawns sustain ! 
There, ev'n when Summer rules the genial hours, 
A viewless mist distils on herbs and flowers; 
The secret boon of heaven fresh nurture yields; 
The scythe but paints anew the teeming fields; 
And Britain from her cloudy skies obtains 
Her gloomy natives, and delightful plains. 
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Whate'er the clime, when spacious lawns are laid. 

Be they with skill designed, with taste displayed. 

Insipid circles, and the formal square. 

Stiff uniformity avoid with care. 

Now let them flourish, free to sight disclosed. 

In graceful sweeps, in easy slopes disposed ; 

By woods forsaken, now in part revealed; 

Now by the clasping woods in shades concealed 
Would you hnprove, and add to their effect. 

Observe how Nature's fairest scenes are decked. 

What prodigality of tints she yields. 

What bright enamel decorates her fields. 

Haste then, her sweet unstudied walks pursue! 

Your gardens ask their fragrant stores of you 

Nature more beauteous seems adorned with flowers; 

To paint their colours Art exerts her powers ; 

Affection's simple gift how oft they prove! 

Offered by Friendship, hazarded by Love. 

The laurel's glorious destiny they share; 

Their pride is still to ornament the fair. 

And mix with lovely Julia's golden hair. 

At village feasts, where Virtue's hand bestows 

The prize of modesty, she gives a rose. 
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Sweet, from the altar where to God we bend> 
In Spring their perfumes ev'n to Heaven ascend. 
Religion joys to see the fragrant load. 
But in our gardens is their true abode. 
Daughters of Phoebus and the dewy Mom, 
Haste then our rural theatre adorn ! 
Think not, to watch each opening flower, I tread 
O'er curious platforms, and from bed to bed. 
To mark each shade, and how their petals spread. 
To bid their sweets in careless mazes bloom, 
A lover, no idolater I come. 
At Harlem let the florist dull reside. 
Who in his garden centres all his pride. 
Wakes ere the dawn his tulips to explore. 
Or some beloved anemone adore. 
Or for a rival's new carnation dies. 
And one rare streak with half his fortune hup; 
Let him his whimsical deligbts pursue. 
Love like the jealous, like the miser view. 
Sweet flowers in native loveliness arise. 
And paint Earth's bosom with your brilliant dies! 
Come unconfined, luxuriantly free. 
Nor yield to cramped parterres your liberty ! 
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Your blooming treasures everywhere display^ 

Spring in my path when through the groves I stray. 

How gem the meadows^ drink the pearly dew. 

And bending o'er the stream your colours view. 

Or climb these walls, encircle yonder tree. 

Or heaped in baskets tempt the puzzled bee 

With choice of sweets ; the shadowy bower surround. 

And here in fragrant tufts perfume the ground. 

Let Rapin trace you through the varying year. 

Your names, your features in his page appear; 

Minute details the powers of Taste oppose; 

Yet who denies a tribute to the rose i 

Love forms his posies, Venus decks her bowers. 

Spring weaves fresh garlands of these favoured flowers. 

The rose Anacreon sung, and at the feast, 

A crown of roses Horace' temples graced. 

The rose, whose extract dropped in portions small. 

As pearls that from her dewy foliage fall. 

Fills, shed with niggard hand on splendour's shrine. 

An Eastern palace with her breath divine: 

Thus one remembered moment of delight 

Throws o'er life's lengthened dream a soothing light. 
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But ah ! the rose my Muse too long delays: 
Sublimer objects now demand her praise. 
First charm of nature, ever fair and young, 
Variety, sweet nymph! whose gifts I sung, 
Who o'er my precepts waved her playful beam. 
Calls for new tones to grace the changing theme. 

Ye lawns whose flowery turf so oft I pressed. 
Ye groves adieu, in sylvan beauty dressed ! 
Those rocks whose crags in shapeless masses rise, 
Uncouthly scattered, now attract my eyes. 

Our grounds, consigned to one unmeaning style. 
Scorned their sublime austerity awhile; 
Now, when the painter's bolder precepts please. 
Our varied scenes on these strong features seize ; 
But though they crown the landscape, spare your toil. 
Unless they spring spontaneous from the soil. 
Nature's presumptuous rival Art may strain 
Each nerve to imitate her works in vain ; 
She on wild rocks, her genuine haunt, resides. 
And thence Art's impotent attempts derides. 
Smiling at heaps in mimic pomp arrayed. 
Abortive births^ by useless labours made. 

Far from this mock sublime, this vain essay, 
Wheatly, with thee I climb. Oh! lead the way 
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To Middleton, o'er Dovedale's towering height^ 
At once inspiring terror and delight. 
There^ while I gaze on rocks of giant mouldy 
Now reaching Heaven, now deep as Ocenn rolled. 
In wild confusion on each other flung. 
Or high in air as by enchantment hung. 
Forming huge towers, and rustic arches here. 
While through their gloomy porticoes appear. 
Beheld perspectively, the azure skies. 
And glittering streams that mid the mountains rise, 
Methinks I roam those fabled scenes among. 
Scenes rendered sacred by the poet's song. 
Happy the country with these features deckt! 
But in your views admit no harsh eflect. 
Tis a too savage energy to quell. 
You ask the enchanter's aid, his magic spell ; 
Woods are the magic, and the enchanter Art; 
He speaks; the woods a phastening charm impart. 
The rocks assume new beauties at his voice. 
And clad in verdure, at their pomp rejoice. 
Yet while you soften their forbidding pride. 
Bid o'er your works Variety preside; 
With choice select, and ofier to the view 
Contrs^sts of tone, and colours ever new; 
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Let the bare rock at intervals be seen; 
To break too equal masses plant between ; 
Hide^ or disclose; diversified with taste^ 
Rocks deck the woods^ in turn by woods are graced. 

Use too what Nature prodigally grants^ 
The waving tresses of the creeping plants. 
I love, in natural festoons^ to see 
Their slender branches elegantly free. 
Wild floating from the clefts, or clasped around 
The frowning crags, with moss and age embrowned. 
While wreaths of ivy indolently climb. 
And deck their summits with the crown of Time. 

Among these rocks may haply intervene 
Some precious valley to enhance the scene : 
Seize on the proffered bounty with delight^ 
And give the treasures of the spot to sight. 
The contrast strikes where fertile Nature yields 
To barren rocks a portion of her fields. 

Thus subjugate their character severe. 
Yet clad in terrors let them oft appear. 
Where o'er a deep abyss the cliffs impend. 
Close on the verge a turf-built cot suspend; 
Th' endangered structure wakens all our fears. 
And deeper still the precipice appears. 
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Now a rude arch of form romantic throw 
From rock to rock across the gulph below. 
Alarmed by Fancy at their heig^ht I shrink. 
And seem to totter on the dreadful brinks 
I dream of tales that mid these wilds abound. 
Of travellers missings faithful lovers drowned. 
Old legends which the village crowd delight. 
And while away the tedious wintry night. 
Obtain attention on the fearful spot. 
Are credulously heard, and soon forgot. 

With these bold images relieve your views. 
But for your ground-work milder features choose. 
Mid these terrific sites the heart rebels. 
And on more soothing scenes, returning, dwells. 
I feel it now — from the steep mountain's height 
My weary steps the humbler vales invite; 
I bade them smile, I covered them with flowers; 
The waters soon shall revel mid my bowers. 
Ye rocks, who owe your ornaments to me, 
Now set your subterranean sources free; 
And ye streams, rivers, lakes, and fountains, thence 
New life, new freshness, new delights dispense. 
How bright your blue translucent waves appear ! 
From far entice us, and amuse us near; 
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Our scenes from you their dearest charms receive. 
The first we follow, and the last we leave; 
Ye fertilize the fields, reflect the skies. 
Enchant pur hearing, and rejoice our eyes. 
Oh ! might my numbers emulate your course. 
And flow redundant as your copious source. 
Light as the breeze that bends your reeds, and sweet 
As your soft murmurs which the caves repeat. . 

Ye who this bounteous element direct. 
Its inclinations and caprice respect. 
The devious course of yon bright river trace, 
Mai'k how the waves her swelling shores embrace; 
Who with harsh bounds would curb her yielding line? 
Who her soft undulating path confine? 
See with loose tresses to the winds displayed. 
Light bounding o'er the mead the village maid, 
' Lively, unomamented, artless, free. 
Her grace is ease, her charm is liberty. 
But in seraglios view the captive fair. 
In vain she dazzles, vainly spreads her snare ; 
Beneath the splendid glare of eastern chains. 
An air of pensive melancholy reigns. 
Stamps eyery gesture, every look pervades; 
Constraint predominates, and beauty fades. 
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Then let the waters unmolested range^ 
Or into charms their very fetters change. 
Spite of Morel who eloquently pleads^ 
And for the rights of Nature intercedes, 
I love. those whims where streams with skill confined 
Burst forth indignant, and their freedom find. 
When waters shackled by imperious Art, 
Thus drawn from Earth, to Heaven aspiring dart, 
' I worked the prodigy!' proud man exclaims; 
The friend of Nature wonders while he blames. 
But be they seldom, and alone displayed 
In gardens by magnificence arrayed ; 
That mean plebeian luxury despise. 
That timid fountain which afraid to rise 
Two feet from whence it sprung, desponding dies. 

To crown the whole, the accordant scene around 
Should wear the aspect of enchanted ground : 
Let Fancy whisper us, the sweet abode 
A passing fairy with her wand endowed. 
And there delighting dwells; 'tis thus St. Cloud! 
Thy gifted scenes, thy magic bowers we view; 
Thy daring fountain mocks the measuring eye. 
And lifts its liquid glories to the sky. 
Then in a copious shower the stream descends. 
And Echo far the murmuring sound extends; 
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Trees seem to flourish, and to bud atiew. 
And bow their heads to catch the glittering dew. 
The bowers and grots reverberating ring. 
The turf more green appears, the birds more sweetly sing. 

More rural far, more grateful to the sight. 
Cascades in landscape's wilder walks delight. 
Near we enjoy, at distaace pause to hear. 
The stream unwearied pour its waters clear. 
Gush through the rocks in unexhausted floods. 
Adorn the earlli, and animate the woods. 

Adopt this feature, its abuses shun ; 
Taste flies the spot where streams condemned to run 
O'er measured steps, monotonously brawl, 
And, when most furious, seem by inile to fall. 

Cascades in various styles produce efiect. 
The character which suits your scenes select. 
Now to their tortuous bed, impelled with force. 
The waters rushing with tumultuous course. 
Roll headlong down the steep, foam and rebound; 
With hoarse vibrations hills and vales resound. 
And now, unfolding slow its watery stores, 
A gentler stream to meet its channel pours. 
No strife is heard, no thundering sounds prevail. 
Smoothly it spreads, and forms an azure veil. 
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Where round the valley wooded mountains swells 
Mid these refreshing streams^ Oh ! let me dwell ; 
Beholdj reflecting beams of orient hue. 
Descending sheets of Heaven's ethereal blue. 
The silvery foam expanding o'er the scene. 
The rock's dark tint, the reed's enlivening green. 

Here Genius revels in an ample field : 
The docile waters, ever prone to yield. 
Your laws obey; now rage, now slowly glide; 
Your will their fetters, and your art their guide. 
A thousand charms await your forming hand, 
A thousand pictures rise at your command. 
Impressive all; for who unmoved beholds 
The sweet varieties the wave unfolds ? 
Whether a rapid current urged with force. 
O'er yellow pebbles takes its gurgling course; 
Or in their silent channels, deep and slow. 
More tranquil rivers indolently flow; 
Or mid the rocks impetuous torrents rage ; 
Each in their turn by difierent charms engage. 
The enchanted cestus which in fabled lore 
The queen of beauty, Cytherea, wore. 
Possessed the gift of kindling soft desires. 
And all the joys Love's herald Hope inspires^ 
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A cestus no less wonderful is thine^ 
The world of waters, Cybele divine ! 
No less imperious, in its bound contains 
Delight and melancholy, joys and pains. 
Adds to despondency, or grief disarms. 
Who more than me has known, has felt its charms^ 
Well I remember when my soul oppressed 
With care and sorrow robbed my frame of rest. 
Subdued each sense, and tinged by Fancy's power 
With deeper shades night's visionary hour; 
When Nature slept, and all around was still. 
Save the low murmurs of a neighbouring rill ; 
.1 heard, and flew the soothing wave to find. 
Enjoyed its freshness, on the bank reclined. 
The lulling melody assuaged my grief. 
And for a moment gave my heart relief. 

These magic powers. Oh stream ! thy murmurs boast. 
Nor shall thy sweet benevolence be lost; 
Preserving still the simple style I love. 
Let me thy charms display, thy course improve. 

The rivulet ill suits a spacious plain. 
Where with uncertain line it runs in vain. 
Still modest, shrinking from the glare of day. 
It loves unseen mid tangled dells to stray^ 
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Delights in woods> among the woods it plays^ 
Meandering winds and winds> and still delays; 
With sweet perplexity uncertain roves. 
Or foaming rage which obstacle improves; 
Now in a hollow bed thick copses shade 
Conceals its huddling course, of sight afraid ; 
Now full exposed the lucid waves appear. 
Unheard I see them, or unseen I hear; 
The enamoured waters here ah isle embrace. 
Then forming separate rills, with eager pace 
Pursue each other, and appear to be 
Rivals in clearness and rapidity; 
Regain their mutual channel, and unite. 
Together flow, and murmut with delight. 

Now lead me. Naiads ! to the river's side. 
Whose flood less modest, rolls a deeper tide. 
Suits nobler scenes, and in the sun*s bright beam 
At distance glittering, mocks the anxious stream ; 
Its reaches through the sinuous vale extend. 
Wind round the swelling shores, or gently bend. 

If streams require the dress of woods to please. 
No less the river asks that various trees. 
The poplar faintly green, the willow dank. 
Should shade its course, and flourish on the bank. 
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From this prolific source, the painter's prize. 

New scenes, propitious incidents arise. 

I love to see them in these crystal beds. 

With stems reversed, immerge their verdant heads. 

Their trembling leaves a double impulse shai-e. 

Moved by the rippling wave and ambient air. 

Here a dark vault the overshadowing flood receives;' 

There rays of light intrude among the leaves; 

Now drooping branches in the current lave. 

Or struggling roots disturb the placid wave; 

And oft from shore to shore across the tide 

Wild boughs extend, and seem to change their side. 

Thus their respective chaims combine to please. 

Cool flow the streams, the streams revive the trees. 

Unite them thus ; or if without your aid 

Nature herself the happy union made. 

Respect her work, nor dare aspire beyond. 

Such, Watelet, oft, with recollection fond. 

My heart recals that spot from care secure. 

Where, as thy moments free, thy manners pure. 

The Seine her course in shaded streams divides. 

And flows in secret where a sage resides. 

Worthy to feel, and second Nature's will. 

You saw, and decked her charms with finished skill; 
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Not with that darings that mistaken art^ 
Profaning beauties judgment would impart^ 
But like a Nymph who blushes unarrayed. 
Yet shrinks from ornament^ and scoras its aid. 
These scenes I love by contrast to enjoy. 
To dream how error might their cfaaims destroy. 
That mill so picturesque, whose lulling sound 
Invites to musing as the wheel goes round, 
Importunates the ear of captious Taste, 
And on the spot an obelisk is placed. 
Those shores whose form the moulding waters gave. 
No longer gentlj^ swell to meet the wave ; 
The streams their green luxurious bounds resign. 
In quays of stone for ever doomed to pine ; 
Proud marble statues trespass on the lawn ; 
The trees no more Earth's verdant lap adorn. 
But stripped of leaves, a wretched captive race. 
Of ancient willows dare usurp the place. 
Barbarians stay ! respect what Friendship loves. 
And thou clear river ! ye delicious groves ! 
If from my earliest youth I ever made 
Your fields, your waters, and your woodland shade 
My chief delight, the object of my song ; 
Grateful to me, afford your master long 
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The peaceful image on your scenes impressed^ 
Which reigns unrivalled in his virtuous breast. 
If Nature's hand the genuine flood denies, 
Impostor Art her negligence supplies. 
A channel trace, and bid the expanding stream 
The living picture of a river seem. 
Let every feature with your plan agree. 
The waves, tiieir bed, their banks unquestioned be. 
Thus was the channel of thy river traced. 
Oh thou ! by honours, and by virtues graced. 
Delightful Oatlands ! thou whose fame accrues 
Not from thy palace, and extensive views. 
Thy ever-verdant lawns, thy flowers, and shade. 
Thy cooling grotto by enchantment made. 
But from thy stream, the prodigy of taste. 
Its numerous windings scarce by Thames effaced ; 
Those optic powers that fascinate the eyes. 
And distances in magic mist disguise. 
Far off unfolding, mid the o'erhanging wood, 
A bridge whose arches clasp the silver flood. 
Such power has Art; Perspective thus who yields 
Her charms illusive to the embellished fields. 
With fairy wand, and secret spells pursues 
Her mystic purpose to improve our views; 

H 
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Now bids the ground recede^ and now draw near^ 
Bids hills diminish^ valleys disappear^ 
Contiguoos beauties from afar invite^ 
And by deluding^ gratifies the sight. 

The river's soft irriguous line abhors 
The rough asperity of angled shores^ 
But in extensive lakes we love to gaze 
On jutting points^ and deep embosomed bays. 
Now let the ground obtrusive check the waves. 
Now yield them cool recesses, rocky caves. 
The earth and waters blend with mutual love. 
And thus by varying, every scene improve. 

In lakes the eye a vast extent admires. 
But yet some breaks, some points of rest requires. 
Or will uninterested quickly glance 
Across the surface of the wide expanse. 
With skill diminish this insipid space; 
Beheld afar, a rustic grotto place. 
Which, unmolested by the summer heats. 
The brilliant mirror of the lake repeats ; 
Or let a verdant island interfere. 
And like an emerald enchased appear; 
Or raise the shores, or carelessly displayed. 
Let trees in masses wave their summer shade. 
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Reversing this, would you the shores extend. 
Then bid the bank abrupt in slopes descend; 
Let woods recede, and bid the waters stray. 
Lost in the thicket, shun the eye of day. 
Or round the headlands wind their silvery way. 
When plunging into shade they sink from view. 
Through the thick veil their current we pursue. 
Imagination still protracts delight. 
And eager dwells on what eludes the. sight. 
Thus Taste to objects new attraction lends. 
The limit hides, discovers, or extends. 
Of scenes her own creative labours trace. 
Or touched with imitative skill embrace. 

Learn too to know, and seize, where waves invite. 
The numerous changes of refmcted light. 
Whate'er their form, or river, lake, or stream. 
Be their transparent wave a central beam 
To gild your grove; whence mid th' embowering green 
Reflected day may pierce with light serene. 
And, with unequal and unsettled ray. 
From waves to bowers, from bowers to waters play. 
We love to see, repeated from the tide. 
These trembling fires amid the branches glide, . 
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Here take a lighter^ there a gloomier hne^ 
And from the contest harmony ensue. 

Now in her gardens Art in proud array 
Insults my labours; mine with verdure gay 
Breathe joy and liberty^ and roses shed; 
The independent wood uplifts its head; 
The ground refreshed with dewy turf is spread ; 
To Earth her lawns> to streams their banks are dear^ 
The flowers grow wild^ the trees unpruned appear^ 
And in full life luxuriant shades impart^ 
Grand^ lovely^ simple; this is Nature's art. 

But lo ! our lakes and ponds are desert still. 
The vacant tide with animation fill. 
Art's aid invoke where Nature's purpose fails; 
Employ the floating aid of masts and sails; 
Bring there the bark that rapidly impelled^ 
With fluttering canvas by the zephyr swelled^ 
Iter wanton streamers waving in the wind. 
Scarce of her passage leaves a trace behind. 
There let the perch, the eel, the trout increase. 
Feed from your hand, and multiply in peace. 
That tribe of web-oared navigators bring, 
Who plunge amid the wave with active wing; 
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And chief distinguished mid the feathered throngs 
By fable gifted with the power of song, 
Swans who with stately neck^ in silvery pride^ 
Slow through the bosom of the waters glide^ 
While in their train pinnated swarms appear^ 
And sounds of fluttering wings assail the ear. 

Or if some miracle in days of old^ 
Some tale of love or war the scenes unfold^ 
If deeds romantic mingling with the name^ 
A spring or flood has thence derived its fame^ 
By honours swelled the water proudly flows^ 
And memory thence unquestioned charms bestows. 
What heart unn^oved fair Arethusa views f 
Alpheus^ lignon; chiefly thou Vauclusef 
Vaucluse! thy lovely scenes no poet sees. 
No faithful lover but with ecstasies. 
Amid that bending chain of circling hills 
Which fill thy secret source with endless rills. 
Beneath the vaulted rock's mysterious cell. 
Concealed from sight, thy Nymph delights to dwell. 
And hides her clrystal spring, for ever pure. 
In caves unfathomable and obscure. 
As oft with musing step I wandered near. 
With rapture I beheld thy waters clear. 
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Now in a pool restrain their lucid store. 
Now bubbling rise, o*erflow the verdant shore. 
Pour mid the rocks in silvery waves, and bound 
From fall to fall afar with thundering sound. 
Then, soft subsiding, calm their angry pride, 
0*er a smooth channel spread a gentler tide. 
And in clear streams, beneath a cloudless sky. 
Enrich the fairest vale that meets the human eye. 

While mid these fascinating scenes I roved, 
I loved the vale, the skies^ the stream I loved ; 
But of my love they claimed the smallest part; 
Petrarch and Laura more engaged my heart. 
Is this the interesting spot, I said. 
Where Petrarch first his amorous lyre essayed? 
To Laura breathed his flame in plaintive strain. 
And deemed the hours too short to tell his pain? 
May I not hope on these wild rocks to find 
Their cyphers still in tender links combined ? 
A lonely grotto struck my curious eyes; 
Dark grotto doubtless you received their sighs! 
Did you e'er witness too thieir joys, I said. 
And bless the lovers in your secret shade? 
An ancient trunk the river's bank o'erhung ; 
Laura enjoyed its shade while Petrarch sung. 



103 
I bade the echo Laura's name repeat. 
And still the echo loved a name so sweet. 
Where'er I turned still Laura met my eyes. 
And every breeze was swelled with Petrarch's sighs^ 
Fancy her visionary aid bestowed. 
And with new charms the finished picture glowed. 

Oh ! in your works if deep respect be felt 
For spots, immortalized, where Genius dwelt. 
How far more dear the soil by him improved. 
In whose bright scenes the master's hand is loved. 
Who would the Roman Tusculum invade? 
Or Tivoli by Horace sacred made? 
Impair by art their antique form sublime ? 
Avaunt!— let nought embellish them but Time. 
He who improves with daring hand, profanes 
The sacred faults of these divine remains; 
Offended Genius mourns the intrusive aid. 
And weeps his wrongs where roams the insulted shade. 
The wajls, the gardens, all preserve with care. 
Choice as the precious rust your medals wear. 
TTis thus o*er classic Twickenham's honoured field 
The goddess Taste extends her chastening shield ; 
Mendip, its honoured lord, reveres his name. 
And ip Pope's labours venerates! hi^ fame. 
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Heavens! with what joy the impressive scenes I trod 

Where iPope still reigns the tutelary God ; 

With fond delight reviewed each blest abode^ 

Where haply oft his magic numbers flowed ; 

Here his sad verse lost Eloise inspired^ 

And there his Muse great Agamemnon fired ; 

Or Man he sung, or Tasters refining laws^ 

Or for a ringlet arms in Beauty's cause. 

I view the canopy where pleasing dreams 

In night's still hour inspired the poet's themes^ 

The secret wood, those walks in shadows veiled^ 

Where in exalted verse his thoughts exhaled. 

Approach ! nor yon sad mausoleum shun^ 

Where wept in silent woe the pious son ; 

There sleeps a parent, and around her tomb 

A deeper umbrage spreads congenial gloom. 

Borne to the spot ia Fate's relentless hour. 

The immortal poet sought his long-loved bower. 

And ere his eyes were sealed in endless shade, 

A filial tribute to her reliques paid. 

Reared by his hand, all hail ! I bend to thee 

Time-honoured willow! now the Muses tree. 

In vain, where still thy aged branches bend. 

Shall friendly Art her aid supporting lend. 
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Soon shalt thou perish, new plantations thrive. 

While crowned with praise his magic strains survive. 

Yet die consoled, with transient honours blessed ; 

He first who Homer's melodies- expressed,. 

Enriched the gardens and his native tongue. 

He o'er the waves thy pensile umbrage hung: 

Thy trunk revered the passing crew delays. 

They rest the oar, and turn again to gaze. 

More blest my lot, whom secret reverence moves 

To fix my dwelling near these sacred groves. 

Yet why? ah why the soothing cause conceal. 

Why hide the unbidden sympathy I feel? 

His lay improved the Bard who Ilion sung; 

My weaker lyre with Virgil's numbers rung; 

Like him I cherish independent ease; 

Me too, like him, the silent forests please. 

Thus in those bowers where still his Genius dwells. 

Oft on my ear his voice melodious swells; 

The harmonious echoes erst by him awoke. 

The wood, the grove, the grotto I invoke. 

With holy horror plunge into their shade. 

And ask of thee. Oh Pope! poetic aid. 

Guide thou my Muse, and if my faithful lyre 

Bade Gallia's minstrels to thy flights aspire. 
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Protect my song; 'twas thy enlightening lay 
Through untrod paths enticed my art to stray; 
The flowers you taught to bloom I grateful glean; 
Accept my tribute mid the sylvan scene. 
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Again the country claims my willing song; 

The Muse still lingers rural scenes among. 

Who shall the subject of my choice disdain ? 

A subject erst inspiring VirgiFs strain; 

Whose mild attractions tempted Homer s lyre. 

Horner^ who paints Achilles' vengeful ire^ 

His coursers winged with wrath in Trojan fields^ 

The hiss of arrows^ and the clang of shields^ 

And Neptune's trident shaking Uion's wall^ 

Joys in the inidst of battles to recall 

The meads and groves; and bids his pencil rest 

On sylvan scenes^ in smiling colours drest: 

And when he tempers great Achilles' arms. 

If first he traces sieges and alarms. 

Soon at his touch, the soothing graver yields 

Refreshing landscapes, meadows, woods, and fields. 

In these soft emblems clad, the hero goes 

Through scenes of slaughter, and embattled foes. 
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While to terrific hosts his arms display 
The golden harvest^ and the vintage gay. 

To thy proud Muse^ great Bard! the task I yield ; 
Lead^ thou^ the hostile phalanx to the field ; 
To guide the gardens be my peaceful toil; 
My laws already deck the obedient soil ; 
Delicious verdure o'er the landscape spreads ; 
With rosy fingers lavish Flora sheds 
Her fragrant treasures o'er the dewy ground. 
And rocks and streams with waving woods are crowned. 
To enjoy these pictures tempting paths shall lead 
O'er the health-breathing hill^ and sunny mead> 
Through the wild glen^ or deep embowering shade^ 
While genius calls the Arts to lend their aid. 
To crown my toil bids Sculpture's forms divine 
And Architecture's noble works combine. 

Paths should, like skilful guides, our steps direct. 
Disclose the scenes, and heighten their effect. 
Ill can their lines in infant plans be traced ; 
In finished grounds the eye selects with taste. 
When through improvements you conduct a friend, • 
You mark what pleases, shun what may offend. 
Reveal the fairest prospects on your way. 
Reserve new beauties for a future day. 
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Amuse^ entice him with increased surprise^ 
Where striking scenes progressively arise. 
Now gratify^ and now his hopes excite. 
And oft delay to heighten his delight. 
Improve the hint, what judgment teaches you. 
Your own example let your paths pursue. 
Nor suffer System, to false taste allied. 
By Fashion authorized, their forms to guide; 
Fashion, whose wavering laws the world pervade, 
Who rules the busy town, and haunts the shade* 
When Italy her pompous style displayed, 
France the symmetrical command obeyed ; 
All soon was dazzled by the brilliant art> 
No truant trees dared from the line depart. 
But ranged like troops, in disciplined array, 
Cold uniformity usurped the day; 
England at length dispensed a freer taste. 
And France n6w laws with equal warmth embraced. 
Then nought appeared but undulating lines. 
Meandering walks, and endless serpentines; 
Weary of lingering, though I see the bound. 
Still am I forced to wander round and round. 
Condemned to follow, while I curse your skill. 
With weary steps a bourn eluding still. 
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Avoid extremes^ the happy medium find. 
Excess soon tires the eye, and cloys the mind. 

Of all these paths that stray your scenes among^ 
The various styles to various spots belong. 
One to a grand and striking prospect leads. 
That seen afiur, still tempts, and still recedes; 
These through mysterious haunts our steps invite. 
Which Art with jealous care conceals from sight. 
Let the fictitious labpinth appear 
Designed by Nature, not by Fancy, here. 
As if impediments by chance combined. 
Soil, woods, or water forced the path to wind. 
Its supple form in careless sweeps should bend; 
StiflF, long drawn lines the eye of Taste offend. 
With more antipathy her eye beholds 
Paths ever writhing in convulsive folds. 
Which like the wounded snake incessant twine. 
And twist, and twist again, in agonizing line. 

As happy models oft the soil preserves 
By Nature sketched, unstudied, easy curves : 
The track of flocks, the team's unsteady road ; 
The village way to Learning's dread abode; 
The careless shepherdess who loves to stray. 
And musing roves unconscious of her way. 
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To these examples let your paths attend ; 
Not straight^ nor doomed eternally to bend ; 
Adapted to the various scenes with skilly 
Wave o'er .the plain^ and wind upon the hill; 
And when circuitous the term we gain. 
Let striking objects recompense our pain. 

Of bards immortal imitate the art. 
When from the leading strain their lays depart. 
The excursive numbers oft delight me more 
Than the less devious road they trod before. 
Nysus his loved Euryalus defends; 
AndromiK^he o'er Hector weeping bends; 
Thus let your paths entice my steps to stray 
While smiling objects decorate the way. 
And varying features, to create, combine. 
This living poem's episodes divine. 
Here a translucent lake reflects the skies; 
Now, ere beheld. Imagination flies 
To the cool covert of some moss-grown cell 
Where silence, solitude, and shadows dwell. 
Soft where the distances recede, behold ! 
Half veiled in mist, perspectives wide unfold. 
While near, a bower attractive and retired. 
In Art's and Nature's choicest gifts attired, 

I 
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Adorned with sbrabs and flowers^ appears to say, 
' What seek ye more? Here, here contented stay !' 
The scene quick changes* Cheerfalness away ! 
Here pensive Melancholy shuns the day; 
Impressive stillness every spot pervades. 
And Grief and Meditation haunt the shades* 
Here Man to comomne with his heart retires. 
And of the future and the past enquires; 
Thinks on the good and ill the Gods, bestow. 
Of prosperous guilt, of virtue doomed to woe; 
And oft reverts, and mid the circling hours. 
As blown in desert waste some scattered flowers, 
Recals those moments, short alas! but dear. 
Marked by past bliss, now blotted with a tear. 
Some tame improvers sink all styles in one. 
And all but gay, inviting objects shun; 
No soul-awakening features intervene. 
No daring touch gives spirit to the scene; 
Nought meets the eye but ornamented. bowers. 
Luxurious arbours, borders gemmed with flowers; 
Monotonously decked, the gaudy groves 
Seem temples formed for flora or the Loves,. 
But you, Ohl venture from the beaten way. 
And striking contrasts hazard and display. 
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Thus could Poiissin^ unrivalled in his art, 
To the still canvas interest's charm impart. 
He paints the shepherd youths and village maids 
Dancing at festivals beneath the shades. 
And near a tomb, where rudely graved remain 
These words, ' I too was an Arcadian swain/ 
This trace of fleeting pleasure seems to say, 
* Mortals enjoy, be happy while you may; 
Dance, mirth and shepherds soon will fade away/ 
Another group the grave inscription reads. 
And pensive sadness to their joy succeeds. 

Give these effects, nor in your picture fear 
To let a tomb, or hallowed urn appear, 
A faithful monument your grief reveal ; 
Who is not doomed some bitter loss to feel ? 
Here, far from madding crowds, your vigils keep; 
With you the woods, the streams, the flowers shall weep« 
Each object to the wretched seems a friend. 
To shade the tomb o'er which your tears descend. 
Dark firs and yews their mournful arms extend. 
And thou, sad Cypress ! faithful to the dead. 
Thy boughs protecting o'er their ashes spread; 
To Joy the myrtle, leave the palm to Fame, 
Thee plaintive Grief^ and Melancholy claiiu ! 
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No lover's tbou^ no warrior's favoured tree. 
But thy dark shadows sympathize with me. 
In these sad monuments parade offends; 
111 pomp with landscape^ art with sorrow blends. 
Nor should Imagination interfere; 
No tearless urn, by Fiction placed, appear; 
No tribute to a bird or dog profane 
The sacred earth, and raise the tomb in vain. 
If o'er no dear departed friend you weep, 
Ah ! mark where soon beneath those yews will sleep 
Men, who for you o'er furrows bowed, await 
In hope and poverty, the call of Fate. 
Nor blush. Oh Pride ! to deck their graves obscure, 
* Though short the simple annals of the poor. 
Since from the dawn of incense-breathing morn. 
When the cock's clarion, and the echoing horn. 
The swallows twittering from their straw-built shed. 
Rouse them to labour from their lowly bed. 
Till evening when the blazing faggots bum. 
And children run to lisp their sire's return. 
Still must their weary hand the sickle wield. 
Or guide the plough, or drive the team afield ;' 
No pleasures lure them from their daily toil. 
No wars or treaties from their native soil; 
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They live, they suffer, and they disappear. 
Yet even to these is memory's tribute dear. 
^ For who this chequered being e'er resigned 
'Nor cast one longing lingering look behind f 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires. 
Even in our ashes live their wonted fires/ 
Then let them bless you with their parting breath. 
To sooth their lives commemorate their death. 
He who of Fate a nobler birth deserved. 
His God, his family, his country served. 
Who on his children Virtue's lore impressed. 
Let one smooth tribute bid his ashes rest. 
Graved on the stone, his name, his loss appear; 
' A worthy father, son, or friend, lies here.' 
By some involuntary impulse led. 
Oft shall your steps the sacred precincts tread : 
And yo]i beneath these holy shades who sung, 
Muse> leave your chaplets on their branches hung. 
Beauty let others celebrate in song. 
Their Muse in tipsy measure dance along, 
Appear in festal garb alone arrayed. 
The myrtle on her laughing brow displayed ; 
You sung consoling requiems to the dead. 
You earliest strewed with flowers their turfy bed. 
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Again .the garden's gayer charms prevail; 
Ye graceful forms of Architecture hail ! 
With modest dignity bestow your aid^ 
Smile mid the trees^ and woo their chastening shade. 
Here shall no sad memorials wound the sights 
But cool recesses mid the groves invite. 
With judgment vary; be not too profuse; 
Employ these treasures^ but avoid abuse* 
Far from our gardens that unmeaning isrowd 
In modern scenes by prejudice allowed^ 
Those temples Roman^ Arab^ Greeks Chinese^ 
Absurdly mixed in every clump of trees. 
Where without aim or choice a chaos reigns. 
And one disfigured spot the globe contiuns. 

At Stow arranged with more ingenious art. 
These structures less from taste and truth depart. 
Struck with each temple, portico, and dome, 
I seem to tread the plains of Greece and Rome. 
But here retraced where Rome and Athens shine. 
Not these ^lone to crown the scene combine. 
The mighty works, embellished by your care. 
Your virtues speak aloud, illustrious pair ! 
Those walls which Concord's hallowed name inscribes. 
The affecting union of your hearts describes. 
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This monument of Britain's worth we view^ 

And hail the virtuous patriot's zeal in you. 

Hail^ temple of the Arts ! hail^ Friendship's fane !— 

Alas! I look for. Pity's shrine in vain. 

Yet who like you e'er felt her flame divine? 

Ah ! if not hei-e, your bosoms are her shrine. 

In vain your blest Elysium hopes to prove 

The favourite seat of happiness and love; 

With you Contentment seeks each various scene. 

Frequents the court, the town, the village green ; 

While blessings' still your hearts and hands diffuse^ 

You change in vain; felicity pursues. 

Though structures differ, change in shape and size. 
Here stand distinguished, or more frequent rise. 
Still be their style correct, their figure pure; 
Let beauties under useful forms allure. 

The farm, its master's treasure and delight. 
In rural neatness first attracts the sight. 
Let not the seat of haughty grandeur scorn 
The source whence all its luxuries are drawn. 
Whose simple charms exceed them far, as smiles 
From virgin lips excel Armida's wiles. 
The very name, the pleasures harvest yields. 
Hie dairies, orchards, vintages, and fields. 
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The pledsiDg occupations of the swain, 
Joys of the golden age and rural reign. 
Delightful images which first engage ' 
In artless infancy, life's golden age. 
All, all conspire to waken in my hreast 
Regrets, emotions, not to be expressed. 
Then come away ! in every grove I hear 
The birds already chaunt their carols clear. 
Hear laden wheels trail plenty through the vales. 
And sounds monotonous of falling flails. 
This pastoral abode adorn with taste. 
And be its dress appropriate and chaste; 
An artless style, in character, select. 
Nor into palaces your farms erect. 
liCt me the scene to Poetry compare. 
Farms are in parks, in verse what Idyls are. 
Ah, by the rural Gods ! for ever fly 
The modest spot, unblushing luxury ! 
Hide not your bams and presses in the shade; 
Be every rural implement displayed ; 
I love to see the cart and harrow near. 
The fan, the sieve, the golden wheat appear. 
Bound from (he straw, and from the chaff fall clear, 
Jjet various creatures round the threshold thrive; . 
Within, without^ be every scpne ^live. 
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Unlike the splendid mansion doomed by Fate 
To pomp inanimate^ and barren state^ 
With life and motion teems the rustic bound; 
Here birds of various voice and kind are found ; 
Kingdoms and states in social bond allied^ 
Who under thatch^ and tile^ and slate reside. 
Bold at their head struts gallant Chanticleer^ 
In pride of plumage^ and unknown to fear; 
In him the father^ lover^ warrior see^ 
A king^ a sultan from injustice free^ 
Who famed for valour and for beauty^ proves 
His flame impartial to his feathered loves; 
Rules without tyranny^ and fond^ though proud^ 
Fights, conquers, loves, and chaunts his feats aloud. 
Observe their manners, quarrels, meals, and sports. 
When to the yard the hungry crowd resorts. 
Soon as appears, with basket in her hand. 
The careful wife, and gives the known command. 
The cackling throng impatient press around. 
And though with apron scared, resume their ground ; 
Besiege the basket, from her hand obtain. 
Or snatch, bold parasites! the tempting grain* 

These tame domestic families protect. 
In mansions neat, but not superbly deckt. 
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Why these abodes adorned in rich attire> 
With marble basons^ gl&ss^ and golden wireP 
* A chosen grain of com would please them more/ 
So sung La Fontaine skilled in moral lore. 
Thy aid La Fontaine now my scenes require^ 
Thy songs of instinct well they might inspire. 
The peacock's vain display of painted plumes; 
The turkey's rage^ who more absurd^ presumes^ 
And with swelled throat to beauty, makes pretence^ 
Might here divert thy Muse at Man's expense; 
Yon crested chiefs whom amorous feuds employ^ 
Make thee again exclaim^ ^ Love ruined TrOy.' 
Yon latticed fence what exiled people owq. 
Who strike the astonished sense with sounds unknown f 
There curious foreigners, of various kind. 
Surprised to meet,. an easy durance find. 
Prefer not, the most singulai of these; 
The loveliest species, not the rarest please. 
Those feathered natives of more glowing skies. 
Those birds, bright favourites of the sun, we prize, . 
Who own his fires, and boast unnumbered dyes. 
There let us view the pheasant's purpled gold. 
There the pintado's speckled garb behold* 
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A prison more magnificent prepare^ 

To hold these brilliant captives of the air; 

Themselves a luxury, their want of use 

Nature compensates^ of their charms profuse. 

But keep not wantonly that bird in chains. 

Who, with indignant pride^ consti'aiht disdains. 

Can you unmoved behold the aerial king. 

Who sported mid the storms with vigorous wing. 

The haughty eagle in a cage confined. 

Deprived of space, to slavery consigned? 

Lose his proud flight, the lightning of his eyes. 

The sun's bright influence, and the unbounded skies? 

But while these variegated guests display. 
Ambitious of my choice, their plumage gay. 
What fragrant odours from yon roofs exhale. 
Where vegetable strangers court the gale ! 
Cherish these feeble plants with genial air; 
But though you conquer climates, seasons spare; 
Force not in bosom of the cold to blow. 
What Nature's laws on warmer hours bestow. 
To those bleak spots perpetual winters grieve. 
Fruits premature, and Spring's false garlands leave ; 
Soon shall the sun his fostering power display. 
And on your treasures shed his ripening ray. 



1S4 

Well pleased those walls transparent I behold 
The various tribes of various climes enfold. 
There^ far from home^ the chilly vinca blows^ 
Iberia's jasmine braves December's shows. 
The bright anana^ ripe with borrowed heat. 
Lays its usurped productions at your feet. 

Thus Paris^ Trianon, with strangers gay 
The produce of two rival worlds display. 
Thus Kew of alien plants the choice unites. 
And from afar the curious eye invites. 
To please the royal consort of a king. 
They form a court, and grateful offerings bring. 
Here oft their queen the cares of state beguiles. 
And views her subjects with benignant smiles; 
Like Albion, all her kind dominion prove. 
Forgive their exile, and their shelter love. 

Let then these buildings hospitably meant. 
Retreats to birds or fruits and flowers present. 
With skill adapted, and with judgment placed. 
Devote the rest to pleasure, use, and taste, 
Beneath those willows drooping o'er the wave. 
Construct a bath where Dian's self might lave; 
Beyond, a cottage on the river's side. 
With npts and lines for fishermen suppli^ ; 
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And sheltered by the wood's congenial shade^ 

A grot for study and the Muses made. 

An obelisk in yon deep vista rear^ 

And let the tablet this inscription bear: 

^ To those brave men who for their country die/ 

Who can refuse the tribute of a sigh? 

Now view that tower^ where Art ingenious plays 
Her speaking tablets^ and with speed conveys 
Eventful signals through the pathless air 
On magic leaves ; while^ sunk in deep despair^ 
The Goddess with a hundred ears and eyes 
These new-born messengei's indignant spies; 
No more the world with faithless rumour rings^ 
She breaks her brazen trump^ and droops her wings. 
Thus every structure in your rural bound. 
Proves useful^ pleasing, and adorns the ground. 

Suit to the spot their character, and size. 
Each in its place should elegantly rise; 
Nor of obtrusive bulk, nor structure mean. 
Impress, embellish, not eclipse the scene. 
The expression first be sedulous to seize. 
Then mark what feature with the style agrees. 
A grot embosomed in a darksome grove. 
More strongly marks the haunts of grief and love; 
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While the neat cot^ and vQlage spire present. 

Mid flowery meads, as emblem of content. 

The fall extent of these ccmnecticHis feel. 

Nor to day's glare the hermitage reveal. 

Nor splendid fime amid wild woods conceal. 

Let the light fabric of the temple stand 

High on a hill, and distant views command ; 

When o'er the vale it looks with gracefal pride, 

Methinks I rove on Amo's flowery side ; 

The aerial site around a lustre throws. 

And with full life the finished picture glows. 

With equal judgment far from sight remove 

The cave of Silence> or the bower of Love. 

Embosomed deep in its voluptuous isle. 

Where ease, simplicity, ^nd beauty smile, 

Tis thus the fane of Radzivil recedes 

Where tufted shades the expecting sight impedes. 

Till near approach each obstacle dispels. 

And on its form the eye admiring dwells. 

Within the dome, the softened beams of day 

The cherished image of the God betray; 

Perfumes without, from numerous vases shed. 

Thro' Heaven's wide vault a cloud of fragrance spread ; 
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Luxuriant lawns with dewy verdure decked; 

The glassy lake whose aanure waves reflect 

The graceful portico ; that antique dome 

Beholding peaceful herds in safety roam 

Mid scenes which erst^ when harharous Error reigned^ 

To appease the Gods their blood had haply stained ; 

There fable, story, allegory, song. 

All that to Memory or Taste belong, 

With nature, genius, beauty, art, abound. 

To aid the scene by this bright feature crowned; 
Blessed when great Radzivil to grace it deigns. 
And for the temple's God new conquests gains. 

But tho' your grounds these brilliant structures share. 
Can they with ancient monuments compare? 
The mass irregular of whose remains. 
And picturesque effect the eye detains. 
I love to read the fleeting doom of pride 
Graved on each precious fragment's moss-grown side. 
Destroyed by floods, volcanos, storms, I pause 
To view the wreck, and ponder Nature's laws. 
These too, I cry. Time's tyranny relate. 
Leave them consoled, and learn to pardon Fate. 
Thi}s, sad, when Marius stood on Carthage- waUj, 
The migh^jT ruin seemed to sooth his falU 
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Oh ! thoa mid ragged scenes who bidst me straj. 
In strain adventarous^ from the beaten wbj. 
And stoop'st^ through untried paths^ my song to guide; 
With touch refining o'er my work preside. 
Sweet Poesy ! Thou, Painting's sister Art, 
To these devoted spoils new life impart; 
Come! those rich incidents present to Taste, 
Which hoary Time with lingering hand has traced. 

Now let a holy edifice appear. 
An antique chapel, where each opening year 
Before a rustic altar crowds adored. 
And for a prosperous harvest Heaven implored. 
Still on the ruined dome respect attends. 
Still to its saint the passing pilgrim bends. 

That time-worn fortress, on the hill's proud height. 
Once filled surrounding vassals with affright; 
Its tyrant frowns the land with awe inspired. 
Its haughty battlements to Heaven aspired. 
These in past times of discord and alarms 
Witnessed gay tournaments, and feats of arms 
Of knights renowned, our Henries, our Bayard, 
And all the pomp and pageantry of war. 
Those noble ruins round whose dreary pile 
Rich harvests wave, and verdant pastures smile; 
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Those mouldering towers whence streaming banners 

hung. 
Where now the bird in safety rears her young ; 
Those grassy mounds where peaiceful shepherds dwell. 
And children sporting where their fathers fell ; 
These contrasts heighten, and present to sight; 
Bid horrors frown while rural charms invite. 
Blend hostile scenes with objects of delight. 

Beyond, an abbey desolate and old. 
Deep in the wood embosomed I behold ; 
Dead silence reigns; beneath the sacred domes. 
Friend of the desert. Meditation roams. 
There rigid vestals like the lamps they fed. 
Whose fires a melancholy lustre shed. 
To God devoted, glowed, consumed, and wept. 
And pale, and sad, their holy vigils kept : 
There peaceful Innocence still seems to dwell. 
And pious Awe to haunt each silent cell. 
Those moss-grown walls, that dome, that tower's proud 

height, . 
Those cloisters arched, impervious to the light. 
Where aching hearts with anguish unrestrained. 
To the stern altar of their vows complained, 

K 
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And moved by recollections still too dear. 
Deprived Religion of one painful tear; 
Each object speaks, and interests the mind ; 
A thousand marks of former woes we. find ; 
At close of day. oft dreaming Fancy hears 
The plaintive voice of Eloise in tears. 

Preserve, and profit by these wrecks of Time, 
Sacred, profane, affecting, or sublime; 
But scorn those monuments whose feigned decay 
111 Time's inimitable stamp display; 
Those antique porticoes of modern date. 
Whose bloom discovers they were bom too late; 
That shattered tower which apes a Gothic air; 
That bridge which only seems to want repair; 
Demolished castles which no history names ;^ 
Such impotent attempts true Taste disclaims. 
Methinks a wanton urchin I behold. 
Who mimics age without appearing old. 
Affects decrepitude, deforms his face. 
And loses childhood's fascinating grace. 
But to the spot with eager haste I fly. 
Where, crowned with age, unquestioned ruias lie. 
With joy examine, and with reverence hoard 
The facts these rich antiquities record : 
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If great the people, and the scene renowned. 
With deeper awe I tread the sacred ground. 

Oh fields of Italy I Oh plain of Rome ! 
Where Man, proud Man ! anticipates his doom ; 
Tis mid thy mighty wrecks hy Fame renowned. 
Where great examples, noble deeds abound. 
That landscape's richest attributes aie found. 
Marked on the precious vestiges appears. 
On high-wrought spoils, the course of fleeting years. 
Temples on temples hurling, tomb on tomb. 
Dispersing wide the immortal boast of Rome. 
On arches, porticoes, the stranger reads 
A sceptred people's memorable deeds ; 
The faithful marbles still the records keep. 
And Time laments the imperishable heap. 
Beneath those gates, by Roman bands displayed. 
The wealth of worlds in triumph was conveyed ; 
There matchless Art exultingly beheld 
The murmuring waters high in air upheld ; 
Here in confusion on the groaning ground. 
Baths, tombs, and palaces, are strewed around ; 
While soft illusion bids the forms appear 
Of bards renowned who sung their numbeis here; 
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Horace^ Tibullus:^ and the Mantuan swain. 
Seem on the sacred spot to charm again. 

Happy, thrice happy, he whose skill obtains. 
And crowns his views with these divine remains ! 
Time's wonder-workipg hand already seems 
With silent efforts to assist his schemes. 
And injured Nature labours to regain 
Her rights insulted, and invaded reign. 
Even now where Pompey, once the scourge of kings. 
Displayed his luxuries, the sheep-bell rings; 
The pipe is heard, as in Evander's reign ; 
The fields are subject to the swain again* 
See the wild goats on trembling sunmiits climb ; 
Beyond, an obelisk laid low by time. 
While round the once majestic column twine 
The humble briar, and verdant eglantine. 
Trees, plants, and shrubs put forth luxuriant shoots. 
Or droop their pensile wreaths and clustering fruits. 
By fertilizing winds profusely blown. 
The fig and olive in the fissures sown. 
With feeble root accelerate the doom. 
And shake the boaste^. works of mighty Rome. 
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With hundred hand3 the clinging ivy creeps^ 
The vine too winds aiound the mined heaps^ 
As if with mantling leaves to hide the wreck. 
Or their thrice venerable forms to deck. 

But if you boast not these remains renowned. 
Still are not animated marbles found. 
Those deities, where Art alone divine. 
Compelled the homage offered at their shrine P 

Tis true, a taste severe of late explodes 
From modern gardens Greek and Roman Gods. 
But why.^ In childhood, Athens, Rome, we knew. 
And nursed by science mid their fictions grew. 
These peaceful deities were nymphs and swains; 
Why then expel them from their woods and plains ? 
Without Pomona will your fruits unfold? 
And can you Flora from her flowers withhold ? 
Ah may they ever greet the classic eye! 
3till Art's religion is idolatry. 
Be that art perfect; from your grounds exclude 
Unmeaning images of sculpture rude; 
Each should his true appropriate reign protect; 
Usurping forms annihilate effect. 
Give Pan the woods; let not the Naiads droop, 
Pant for the wave, and with the Dryads group. 
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Wherefore that Nile in vain adorned with reeds^ 
In whose unwatered urn the sparrow breeds? 
Banish those lions of terrific mien^ 
Those hideous monsters who deform the scene. 
More hideous stilly that Caesar hence remove. 
Whose savage aspect fiercely guards the grove; 
Let not his frowns in these retreats appear — 
But here place mortals to remembrance dear. 
In spots devoted to each godlike name. 
Sacred to Virtue and unsullied Fame, 
Create, to sooth their shades, Elysian bowers. 
Nor deck the hallowed spot with transient flowers. 
In vallies strewed with myrtles ever-green. 
And fragrant laurels, be their statues seen 
Of Parian marble white as mountain snow. 
And at their feet let silent waters flow; 
Pale Cynthia be the goddess of the scene. 
And mix with evening's gloom her rays serene. 
Beneath green canopies her sleeping light. 
The honoured marble's pure unsullied white. 
Those forms sublime whence peace and virtue beam. 
The silent course of that Lethean stream 
Which seems to yield them, as it softly flows. 
The sweet oblivion of their wrongs and woes. 
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Those woods beneath whose umbrage twilight fades — 

All breathe the blissful calm of happy shades. 

Allow no conquering chiefs for spoil renowned^ 

To trespass on this consecrated ground. 

Place here the friends of God and human kind. 

Whose noble actions live in every mind ; 

Monarchs who gloried in a father's name. 

Whose groaning subjects never cursed their fame; 

Let Fenelon attract our moistened eyes. 

And wise Sully, en^braced by Hei^ry, rise. 

To praise their memory. Muse, more sweetly sing ; 

To crown the heroes palms and laurels bring. 

Who to far distant shores by Virtue led. 

Taught life-consoling arts, and science spread. 

Thee chiefly. Cook ! dear to each feeling mind. 

Who France and England in regrets combined; 

Who on the race our thunders filled with dread, 

A new Triptolemus, our blessings shed ; 

Brought them the useful ox, the fleecy breed. 

The cultivating plough, the noble steed. 

And by thy benefits atoned the crimes 

By Europe's robbers practised on their climes. 

Thy sails arriving brought their country peace. 

Thy sails departing left their land increase. 
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Let no vain prejudice my heart mislead; 
Receive from Gallia's son this grateful meed. 
What has humanity with climes to do ? 
His virtues rendered him our brother too. 
Ah! what availed that twice his courage proud 
Braved burning skies^ and frozen billows ploughed? 
By winds, by waves, by nations still revered. 
That his ship only safe through perils steered? 
That raging War his flaming banners furled 
For him alone, the blessing of the world? 
Since doomed, in noble exile, far away. 
To die by savage hands, of man the prey. 
Near limpid waters, in some flowery grove. 
His image mingle with the forma you love. 
His gentle aspect and remembered woe. 
Shall new attractions on the scene bestow. 

But vain my hope to teach the rural art^ 
If frigid numbers leave untouched the heart. 
A moving story haply may endear 
The toils I sing, aud claim a tender tear. 
The pleasing cares that occupy the sage. 
Oh too the monarch's happiest hours engage; 
The bright example in thy life I trace, 
Abdalonimus meek, of sceptred race. 
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This ancient hero wilh CQntentment bleslj 

Blest in the alternate joys of toil and rest, 

Ambitipn scorned, hia royal line forgot. 

And found Elysium in a peaceful cot. 

On one hand Sidon's port and seas were seen ; 

Here Libanus with cedars ever green. 

Whose haughty sunuxiits, shade o'erhanging shade 

In rich gradation, Natiiure's pomp displayed. 

A fertile slope^ with living verdure bright,. 

Fell gently waving frogoi the wood-*crowned height. 

And spread i^to a plain: from thence a rill 

Dividing gushed^ and wound along the hill. 

Faced by the East, where tempered beams prevail. 

In form a crescent, cuived a happy vale; 

In circles there the fir and cypress spread. 

And trees unwounded gums delicious shed. 

In front a thousand fruits of luscious kind. 

The haughty citron with the golden rind. 

The date, the olive, and pomegranate red. 

Their various tints, and tempting treasures spread* 

Around were marble rocks of purest hue. 

Or veined with purple, silver, gold, and blue; 

More lovely far in Nature's rust enshrined. 

Than in the splendid fane by Art refined. 
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Shruba of each foliage^ colour^ form^ and smelly 

Their sides adorning^ undulating fell^ 

And chief the rose ; while ancient willows lave 

Their streaming tresses in the lucid wave. 

Beyond^ a flock content beneath his wing^ 

Taught him the rights and duties of a king. 

' The shepherd tends his flock^ and guards his fold^ 

PrimsBval monarchs artless man control'd^' 

He oft would cry^ ' but in this iron age 

The illustrious peril terrifies the sage/ 

He said; and happy in his pastoral sway. 

Amid his fields and gardens shared the day. 

His son, endowed with all a sire can ask. 

With guiltless hands assisted in the task. 

The father's form unquestioned rule expressed ; 

His beard in silver clusters veiled his breast. 

His male complexion temperance still had spared. 

Nor had adversity his bloom impaired ; 

His gait majestic, and commanding eye. 

Seemed destined time and sorrow to defy. 

The son in bloom of youth and beauty shone. 

But ripening features spoke his childhood flown ; 

Meridian suns his roseate cheeks embrown. 

Where scarcely yet appears the peach's down ; 
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His mien is mild^ yet proud; a latent trace 
Of inborn dignity betrays his race. 
Together oft^ when evening fanned the hours^ 
To night's repose abandoning their flowersj 
The fatal annals of the state they read^ 
How great and poor in civil discords bled^ ' 
How by a thousand horrid voices urged^ 
Crime from her hideous citadel emerged^ 
With hands ensanguined made e'en monarchs groan^ 
And tore their great forefathers from the throne. 
The old man sighed^ and blessed his peaceful shed^ 
Nor envied livings though he wept them dead. 
Not so the son; by conscious greatness moved^ 
His bosom pants to see his valour proved; 
But^ by the example of his sire appeased^ 
His garden stilly and rural labours pleased. 
Thus the young sapling destined to expand 
His sovereign shadows o'er a smiling land^ 
Hides in some forest^ blasted by the storm^ 
. Beneath the parent tree his tender form. 

Amid the scene a rural shrine was raised^ 
Where the great ruler of the year they praised. 
One evening when their pleasing toils were done^ 
The royal shepherd^ and his youthful son 
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Prostrate before this altar crowned with flowen 
Adored j with sacred awe, the almighty Powers. 
The air was silent, and the flocks at rest. 
The sunbeams glanced obliqnel j from the west. 
And tinged with pnrple glow the distant seas; 
The ships of Sidon faintly caught the breeze; 
Their sails hung useless, and the lingering ware 
Scarce reached the peaceful shore it strove to lave; 
Calm was all nature, hushed as if to hear 
The pious breathings of a good man's prayer. 
Free to Heaven's throne their orisons arose; 
No vaulted temple's dome their vows oppose; 
While from the verdant meads and fragrant bowers. 
Pure Nature's incense breathed from fruits and flowers. 
And first the ancient man, in fervent strain^ 
Implored Heaven's blessing on his rural reign. 
Prayed for his country's weal, bis darling child. 
In every feature hope serenely smiled. 
The gentle youth his timid vows preferred. 
And Jove with joy their pure petitions heard. 
Long years of virtue sanctify the sire. 
And truth and innocence the son inspire. 
The moving picture touched the Powers divine. 
Who prostrate viewed, before one simple shrine 
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The heart-felt fervour of religious truths 
Misfortune^ virtue^ age^ and pious youth. 
Lo ! on a sudden mid the hills around 
The awakening ti'ump^ the clarion shrill resound; 
A troop of warriors on the skirts appear; 
The youth half pleased^ half doubting^ seems to (ear; 
' Shrink not, my son/ Abdalonimus cried, 
' The rich may tremble at the threats of pride. 
The poor are safe: thy youthful fears are vain/ 
He said; and both before the shrine remain. 
But hark! — the miEirtial trumpet sounds again. 
And Echo mid the woods prolongs the strain. 
Lo ! Alexander comes from conquered Tyre, 
Fatigued with scenes of pillage, blood, and fire. 
The scourge of kings would now their rights maintain, 
;".| And yield unclaimed, what justice asked in vain. 

The garden's gate no pompous marble faced ; 
The vine-clad entrance rural pillars graced. 
Of simple oak ; their form as simple too : 
Around the spot a hedge of verdure grew. 
The briar whose branches rosy wreaths adorn. 
There mingled sweetness with the snowy thorn. 
The conqueror paused; and with respectful awe. 
He who razed towers this feeble rampart saw. 
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Without the fence his valiant troops remain^ 

Scarce dares his step the holy soil profane. 

The tranquil scenes his ruffled mmd appease. 

His pride subsiding, war forgets to please; 

His wild ambition, and aspiring soul, 

A moment yield to Nature's soft controul. 

He greets the sage, who views him with surprise, 

* This peaceful spot upbraids my deeds,' he cries, 

' It speaks of happiness exchanged for fame, 

Of kings o'erthrown for conquest's empty name. 

Now shall ambition take a nobler flight. 

And teach my heart to know a new delight. 

Thy race illustrious erst the sceptre swayed ; 

Thy rule resume, and fly the ignoble shade. 

The king, the people err who wave their rights ; 

Thy crown awaits, thy people's voice invites. 

To all my glories add this valued claim. 

The dearest recompense I ask of fame. 

The Gods, thy virtues call, thy people stay. 

And Alexander comes to lead the way.' 

' To shun thy haughty rule,' the sage replied, 

' In vain mid woods and wilds would monarchs hide; 

Tis thus thy laws of diadems dispose. 

Nor kings, nor kingdoms can thy power oppose. 
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I yield; to Heaven's decrees I trust my doorn^ 
And for my son the regal cares assume. 
If yet thy soul one rural bliss can know^ 
View this loved shelter and respect my woe. 
One night permit the slumbers of the cot- 
To seal my eyelids on this peaceful spot; 
In these dear shades^ Oh king ! prolong my stay. 
To steal from grandeur one delicious day; 
Then shall my steps the call of fate obey. 

Pleased with his generous pride jthe monarch stood. 
And owned the secret^ power that nerves the good. 
Meanwhile the son mid perfume-breathing bowers 
Entwined a garland of his choicest flowers. 
And with the laurels Mars allots to Fame 
His modest wreath to mix aspiring came: 
Vain of the simple gift the hero smiled. 
And bowed his haughty brow to please a child. 
Then clasped the boy, and gazing on his face. 
Joyed in his fate his own great deed to trace. 
Reluctant now he quits the guiltless pair. 
And views with secret pangs the bliss they share. 
Indignant tears the laurel from his wreath. 
The meed of ravage, cruelty, and death ; 



His glories scorns^ and feels with grief and shame^ 
He lost felicity pursuing fame. 
This day consoled him^ this approving day 
Shed o*er his gloomy soul a gladdening ray 
Unknown to conquest; from the scene he turns. 
And with ennobled pride his bosom burns. 

The sage the while pursues his harmless toil. 
Reviews each plant and flower that decks the soil. 
Enjoys, and seeks with heart^felt haste to seize 
The short remains of comfort Heaven decrees. 
Soon as Aurora tinged the hills with red. 
He clasped his darling boy, and sighing said, 
* My son, I go; my stars, the Gods ordain 
That o'er thy destined realm thy sire should reign. 
Alas! with pity, I behdd thy doom. 
Trees yield their fruits, and flowers their rich perfume; 
No base ingratitude, no projects move 
Our faithful subjects here to wrong our love. 
Far diflerent scenes our future hours await; 
Come then, my child, thou dearest gift of fate, 
Thou sum of all a parent's heart can ask. 
Support thy father in his painful task ! 
And thou, my tranquil cottage, fruitful grove,. 
Ye trees I planted, and ye flowers I love. 
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A long farewel ! Ecich Spring that decked your bowers 

My years recorded, and my blissful hours. 

No brighter annals kings or empires boast; 

Dear dates pf happiness for ever lost! 

Oh ! may the nations thrive beneath my sway. 

And general bliss my sacrifice repay/ 

He said ; and once again, with mournful gaze. 

His woods, his garden, and his cot surveys. 

Then sad departs; a brilliant escort waits 

To guide his footsteps to the palace gates. 

Soon as beheld — of joy, and deep distress, 

A thousand memories on his bosom press; 

Among his great forefathers' haunts he strays. 

Scenes of their woe, and scenes of happier days. 

Their shades pursue him; oft he seems to hear 

Their notes complaining murmur on his ear; 

But victims, wine, libations pure, efi'ace 

Foul crime, and regicides unhallowed trace. 

He reigns ; his councils Equity approves ; 

Light weighs the sceptre which a people loves : 

Yet oft alone he shuns a world profane^ 

And visits secretly his groves again. 

Beneath his elms enjoys tlie calm of noon. 

His hands august their straggling branches prune, 

L 



146 

His serious hours the monarch's cares engage^ 
His hours of indolence become the sage^ 
Memory's soft dream his garden oft restores^ 
And bliss for ever fled he still adores. 



THE END. 
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NOTES. 



Pagc5, line 8, Philip, - 
6, 13,Chantilli, - 
15, Beloeil, - 
l6,Chanteloup, 
19,Tivolj, - 



7> 



16, 



- LeConateD*Artois^nowMon8ieur« 

- A seat of Le Prince de Cond6. 

- Le Prince de Ligne. 

- Le Due de Choiseul. 

- Mr, De Boutin, who first intro- 

duced in France the irregular 
style in the improvement of 
grounds. 

21, Montreuil, - Madame£lizabeth,theKing's sister. 

22, Maupertais, - Le Marquis de Montesquieu. 
22, Rincy, - - Le Due D* Orleans. 

22, Le Desert, - Mr. De Monville. 

2, Le Petit Trianon, The Queen of France. 

3, And thou, &c. Alludes to La Bagatelle, belonging 

to the Comte D' Artois. 



11, 7,Pulhavi, 



- The Princess Czartoryski, near 
Cracow, in Poland. 

21,OhhowIlove,&c.Alludes to Park Place, the seat of 
the Earl of Mahnsbury. 
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